1 Sronrs of the M U 8 E 2 
Und 2 On < 
MINUTE MIRTH 


For any Hour of the Day, 


Containing a Select COLLECTION of only the beſt. 

and moſt approved ENGLISH and Scorch SoNGs, 

Barraps, and TALES ; and of the moſt in- 

enious and diverting EPp1GRams, EPITA HS, 

IDDLES, Bons Mors, and other ſhort Pieces 

of Wit and Humour, by our moſt celebrated 
Poets, VIZ, 


SPENSER, . Gar, 
SHAKESPEAR, | RoSCOMMON, | PARNELL, 
1 Bock ix HAM, Paris, 
ILTON, CONGREVE, | | SWIFT, 
Drypesy, | Appigon, [Porr « 
CowLEY, | STEELE, [enn — r, 
WallER, I PRI), II — x — Lv, 


And Others, whoſe Names are here preſixed to the 
feral Pieces of which they are the Authors. 5 
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Adrerr jſament. 


ia F 'T E R 5 Publication of ſo 
many Collections of Songs, it will 
perhaps bo aſked, Why it has been 


: thought worth the while to publiſh a new 


A 0 * at 
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1 one? Thoſe who ſhall aſk this Queſtion a 


may be anſwered, that notwithſtanding 
© theſe Collections are fo numerous, hardly 
any of them are made with the Deſign 


of ſelecting only ſuch Songs as are good 


and the beit of them Contain many that 
are very bad, 
It is deſigned that the Songs contained 
in this Collection ſhould, in general, be 
better than thoſe in any of the former; 
whether they are or not the Reader muſt J 
determine, But it has other Advantages 


which none of the former Collections 


can pretend to; and theſe are, that the 
Names of the Authors of many of the moſt 
celebrated Songs are here prefixed | to 
them; and ſome of the beſt Songs in the 
Engl. 5 Language, written by our moſt 
3 5 celebrated 


Advertiſement. 


110 celebrated Poets, are gontained in 1 this 
Collection, ſome of which were never 


before inſerted in any other. And beſides 
the Songs, a ſelect Collection is here 
given of the beſt and moſt diverting Tales, 


 Eprigrams, Epitaphs, Riddles, Bons Mors 


and other ſhort Pieces of Wit and Hu- 
mour. which are diſperſed in a variety 


of the beſt Authors, many of whoſe _ 
Names are alſo prefixed to them: and 
the Reader, upon Examination, will find 
ſomething i in this Collection written by _ 
every one of the moſt eminent ER. fo 


Poets. 5 


5 O N G 15 By Curteropnen Marion. 


0 ME tive with me, and be my Love, 
2 And we will all the Pleaſures prove: 
4 8 ba Grove, or Valley, Hill, or J ield, 

Or Wood, and ſteepy Mountain yield. 


Where we will ſit on riſing Rocks, 
And ſee the Shepherds feed their Flocks 

By ſhallow Rivers, to whoſe Falls _ 

; "Melodiou Birds ing Madrigals. 


Pleas'd will I make thee Beds of R ofes, 
: And twine a thouſand fragrant Poſics ; „„ 0 
A Cap of Flow'rs and rural Kirtle, „5 
3 Embroider'd all with Leaves of Myrtle. | | 


A jaunty Gown of fineſt Wool, 
: Which from our pretty Lambs we pull; 
And Shoes lin'd choicely for the Cold, 
ö Win Buckles of the pureſt Gold. 


Az Beltof Straw, and Ivy Buds, 1 

3 With Coral Claſps , and Amber Studs: | 
If theſe, theſe Heaſures may thee move, 

ben live with me, and be my Love, 


SONG 
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2 Of golden Sands and chryſtal Brooks, 
With filken Lines, and ſlender Hooks, 


More, by thy Eyes warm'd, than the Sun; 
And there th enamour'd F iſh will ſtay, 


> Each Mative, which, the Current hath, 


$8 catch thee g Hader, than thou bim. | If 


SONG 2. In Anſwer to the preceding, 
y Sir WALTER RALEGH. 


F all the World and Love were young, 
And Truth on every Shepherd's Tongue, 


"Theſe Pleaſures might my Paſſion move 


To live with thee, and be thy Love. 


But fading Flowers in every Field, 
To Winter Froſt their Treaſures yield ; 


A honey'd Tongue, a Heart of Gall, 
Is Fancy's Spring, but Sorrow's Fall. 


Thy Gown, thy Shoes, thy Beds of Roles, 


Thy Cap, thy Kirtle, and thy Poſies, 


Are all ſoon wither'd, broke, forgotten, 
In Folly ripe, in Reaſon rotten, = 


Thy Belt of Straub and Ivy Buds, 
Thy Coral Claſps, and Amber Studs, 
Can me with no Inticements move, 


| To live withthee, and be thy Love 


But could Youth laſt, could Love till breed; 
Had Toys no Date, had Age no Need; 
Then thoſe Delights my Mind might move, 


10 live with th ee, and be * Love. 


80 N G 2. T be Bait; in Imitation 6 MarLow, 4 
By Dr. Doxxz. 


OME live with me, and be my Lov e, 
And we will ſome new Pleaſures prove, 


There will the River whiſpering run, 


Begging themſelves they may betray. 
When thou wilt ſport in that live Bath, 


&lolt amor ouſly to thee will ſwim, 


5 
If thou, to be ſo ſeen, art loth, 
FPy Sun or Moon, thou darken' ſt both, 
And if my Eyes have Leave to fee, 
- Their Light I need not, having thee. 


Let others freeze with angling Reeds, 
And cut their Legs with Shells and Weeds, 
Or treach*rouſly poor Fiſh beſet, | 
With ſtrangling Snares, or windowy net. 


; Let coarſe bold Hands, from ſlimy Neſt, 
The bedded Trout in Banks out-wrelit. 
Let curious Traitors mimick Flies, 

To *witch poor wand'ring Fiſhes Eyes. 
For thee, thou need'ſt not ſvch Deceit, 
For thou thyſelf art thine own Bait: 


That Fiſh that is not caught thereby, 
5 Alas“ 3 wiſer far, than FI | 


Is ONG 4+ The Silent Lover. 0 Sir WALTER 


RALEGH. 


Aſſions are likened beſt to Floods and Streams; 
4 1he Shallow murmur, but the Deep are dumb; 
o, when Affections yield Diſcourſe, it ſeems 
© Tae Bottom is but ſhallow whencethey come: : 
They that are rich in Words muſt Rech diſcover » 
hey are but poor in that which makes a Low.” 


Wrong not, ſweet Miſtreſs of my Heart! 
The Merit of true Paſſion, 
With thinking that he feels no Smart, 
Who ſues for no Compaſſion! 
Since, if my Plaints were not t' approve 
The Conqneſt of thy Beauty, 
It comes not from Defect of Love, 
HhBut fear t' exceed my Duty. 


For, knowing that I ſue to ſerve 
A Saint of ſuch Perfection 

As all defire, but none deſerve 

A Place in her Affection; 


if 'S LL ET 2 


4 


I rather chuſe to want Relief, 

Than venture the Revealing : 
Where Glory recommends the Grief, 
Deſpair diſdains the Healing! 


Thus thoſe Nefires that boil ſo high 
In any mortal Lover, | 
When Reajon cannot make them die, 
Diferetion them-muſt cover. 


Vet when Diſcretion doth bereave 
The Plaints that I ſhould utter, 
Then your Di/cretion may perceive 

That Silence is a Suitor, 


Silence in Love bewrays more Woe 

Than Words, tho' nec: ſo witty ; 
A Beggar that is dumb, you know, 
May challenge double Pity. 


Ten wrong not, deareſt to my Heart 
My Love for ſecret Paſſion: 
Ile ſmarteth moſt that hides his Smart, 
And ſues for no Compaffon. OT 


8 ON . 5. The Spring. 5 Sir Hen. 
WorTToN. 

H IS Day Dame Nature ſeems in Love: 

'The luſty Sap began to move, 
Evening freſh th* embracing Vines ; 
And Birds had drawn their V. ene. 
The jealous Trout that low did lie, F 
*Roſe at a well-dilembled Fly ; | 
There ſtood my Friend with patient Skill, 
Attentive o'er his trembling Quill, — 
Already were the Eaves poſſeſt | 0 
With the fleet Swallow's loomy Neſt; 
The Groves at Philomel's ſweet Voice, 
From all their Echoes did rejoice ; 
The Show'rs were ſhort, the Weather mild, 
T! he Morning freſh, the Evening ſmil'd. 


Joan takes her neat-rub'd Pail, and now F 


She trizs to milk the Sand- red 550 3 C 
Whete 


e 
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Where for ſome ſturdy Foot-ball Swain, 
She ſtrokes a Sillibub or twain 

The Fields and 3 thick were ſet 
With Tulips, Cracus, Violet; 

And now, tho' late, the modeſt Roe 

Did more than half a Bluſhdiſclole. _ 
Thus all looks gay, and full of Cheer, 

| 'T o welcome the new-wardrob'd Year. 


S Q NG 6. The true Picture 5 Lose. 5 
By Sir Puirir SIDNEY, 


OO Poets oft with au painters; join, 
To fill the World with ſtrange but vain Conceits, 
One brings the Stuffe, the other ſtamps the Coin, 
Which breeds nought elſe but Gloſſes of Deceits. 
Thus Painters Cupid paint, thus Poets doe 
A naked God, blind, young, with Arrows two. 


7 I: he a God that ever flies the Light? 
Or naked he, diſguis'd in all Untrath ? | 
tf he be blind, how hitteth he ſo right? 
How is he young that tam'd old Pheby,” Youth ? 
But Arrows two, and tipt with Gold or Lead ? £5 
Some, hurt, accuſe a third with horny Head. 


No, nothing ſo ; an old, falſe Knave he is, 
Ty Argos got on ho. then a Co-: 
Wat Time for her Juno her Fowve did miſs 
And Charge of her to Argos did allow. _ 
Mercury killed his falſe Sire for this 8 
His Damme a Beaſt was pardon'd veaſtly FaQ, 


With Father's Death, and Mother's guilty Shame, 
With Jove's Diſdain at ſuch i Rival's Seed : 
The Wretchcompell'd, a Runagate became, 
And learn'd waat Ill a Miſer State doth breed: 
1 To lie, to ſteale, to prie and to accuſe, 
Nought in himſelf, each other to abuſe, 


B i 3 Vet 
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Yet beares he ſtill his Parents ſtately Gifts, 
A kr Head, cloven Feet, and thouſand Eyes, 

Some gazing mill, ſome winking wily Shifts, 
With long, large Ears, where never Rumour dies. 

His horned Head doth ſeem the Heaven to ſpight, 

His cloven Foot doth never tread aright. 

'Thus half a Man, with Man he daily haunts, 
Cloxn'd in the Shape which ſooneſt may deceive : : 

Thus half a Beaſt, each beaſtly Vice he plants, 
In thoſe weak Hearts that his Advice receive. 

He prow les each Place in new Colours bedeckt, 

Suck ing one's 11, another to infect. 


To narrow Breaits he comes all wrapt in Gaine: 
Tos iweiling Hearts he ſhines in Honour's Fire: 
% open Eyes all Beauties he doth raine ; 
© r2eping to each with flattering of Deſire, 
Bur for that Love is worſt which rules the Eyes, 
Theron his Name, there his chief T riumph «ha 


Millions of Years this old Drivill Cid lives, 
Wane till more Wretch, more wicked he doth prove: 
Tu row at length that TJove him Office gi es, 
At "Zreno's Suit. who much did 4205 love, ws 
In this our World a Hangman for to be 
© all thoſe F ools, that will have all they ſee. 


30 N G 7. T he Gi -aſbepper. By Mr. covrxr 


APPY Infſer, what can be 
11 In Ulappineſs compar'd with thee? 
Fo 4d with N ouriſhment divine, 

The dewy Meorning's gentle i met 
"lx Nature waits upon thee ſtill, 
i 0 * d thy vercant Cup does fl; 

| Lie I'd viherever thou doſt tread, 


| 8 ſelf's thy Ganymede, 

18 Thou doſt drink, and dance, and . 

Ijappier than the happieſt King 

All the Fie/ds which thou doſt ſee, 

| All the Plants belong to thee, 

| Al that Summer Hours produce, 

| i'ertile made with early Juice. 3 
Ss LAT 3 


| TTY 
Man for thee does ſow and plough ; 


Farmer he, and Landlord thou ! 
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Thou doſt innocently enjoy; 
Nor does thy Luxury deſtroy; 
The Shepherd gladly heareth thee, 
More harmonious than he. 5 
The Country Hinds with Gladneſs hear, ; 
Prophet of the ripen'd Year! 
I hee Phebus loves and does inſpire ; z 
Phe bas is himſelf thy Sire. | 
'Fo thee of all things upon Earth, 
' Life is no longer than thy Mirth; 
Happy Infe?, hap py thou, 

Doſt neither Age, nor Winter know. 

But when thou'ſt drunk, and danc'd, and fung 
Thy Fill, thy flow'ry Leaves among, 
£(/ oluptuons and w/e withal, 

_ Epicurean Animal!) 

_ Sated with thy Summer Feaſ?, 

Thou N to c_—_ 8285 


© 0 N 6 85 To Amore. By Mi. W ature. 


MORE 7, the Milky Way, 

$ Fram'd of many nameleſs Stars! 

1 he ſmooth Stream, where none can ſay, 
le this Drop to that prefers! 


Amoret, my lovely Foe! . 
Tell me where thy Strength docs lie 
Where the Pow'r thatcharms us ſo? 
In thy Soul, or in thy Eye? 


By that ſnowy Neck alone; 
Or thy Grace in Motion ſeen ; 
No ſuch W. onders could be done : 
Yet thy Waiſt is ſtrait and clean 
As Cupid” s Shaft; or Hermes Rod ; 
And pow 'rful too as either God. 


done 


(8) 
SONG 9. Ey Mr. WALLEK. 


EACE, babling Muſe ! 

1 dare not ſing what you indite; 
Her Eyes refuſe 

Jo read the Paſſion which they write: 

She ſtrikes my Lute, but, if it ſound, 

'Phreatens to hurl it on the Ground: 

And I no leſs her Anger dread, 

Than the poor Wretch that feions him dead, 

While ſome kerce Lion does embrace 

His breathleſs Corps, and lick his Face; 

Wrap'd up in ſilent Fear he lies, 


- Tory all in Pieces if he cries, 


8 0 NG 10. By Mr. WALLER,- 


HYLLIS! why ſhould we _ 
Pleaſures ſhorter than the Day? 

Could we (which we never can!) 

| Stretch our Lives beyond their Span 3 : 
 Feaury like a Shadow flies, ; F 

And our Youth before us dies. 

Or would Youth, and Beauty, tay, 
Cove hath Wings, and will awzy. 

Loe hath ſwifter Wings than Yam : 
Change in Love to Heaven does climb 

Gods, that never change their State, 

Vary oft their Love and Hate. 


P)pyllis l to this Truth we owe 
All the Love betwixt us two: 

Let not you and I enquire, 

What has been our paſt Deſire: 
On what Shephgrds you have ſmil'd, 

Or what Nymphs I have beguil'd: 
Leave it to the Planets too, 
What we ſhall hereafter do: 

For the Joys we now may prove, 

Take Advice of preſent Love. 
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SONG 11. By Mr. WaALLER, 
HILE I liſten to thy Voice, 
Chloris, I feel my Life decay : 
That pow'rful Noiſe _ 
1 Calls my fleeting Soul away. 
Oh! ſuppreſs, that magick Sound, 
Which deſtroys without a Wound. 


Peace, Chloris, Peace! or 4 8 die ; ; 
That together you and I, 
Together may go: 
For all we know _ 
Of what the Bleſſed do above 
1s, that they ling, and that they love. 


- 3 SONG 12. By SHAKESPEARE, in : 
: a Meaſure for Meaſure. . 


AKE, oh, take thoſe Lips away, 
That ſo ſweetly were forſworn 
And thoſe Eyes, the Break of Day, 
Lights that do miſlead the Morn ; 
But my Kiſſes bring again, 
Seals of Love, but ſeal'd in vain. 


Hide, oh, hide thoſe Hills of Snow, 
Which thy frozen Boſom bears, 
On whoſe Tops the Pinks that grow, 
Are of thoſe that April wears. 
But my poor Heart firſt ſet free, 
| Bound 1 in thoſe i icy Chains by thee. 


SONG 12. BySHarmapLAns, in As youlike! it. 
FT TNDER the Green-wood Tree, 


Who loves to lie with me, 
And tune his merry Note, . 
Unto the ſweet Bird's Throat, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither 3 4 
SF - Here ſhall he ſee 
No Enemy, 
F But Winter E008 cold Weather, Ew 
3 a 8 5 Who 
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Who doth Ambition ſhun, 


And loves to lye i“ th' Sun, 


Seeking the Food he eats, 
And pleas'd with what he gets; 


Come hither, come hither, come hither : 


Here ſhall he ſee 
No Enemy, 


But Winter and rough Weather. 


8 O N G 14. BY SHAKESPEARE, the Clowns 


in Hamlet. 


N Youth when I did love, did love, 
Methought it was very ſweet; 


To contract, oh, the Time for aye, my Rehove, 


Oh, methought there was nothing ſo ſweet, 


Put Ape, with his ſtealing Steps, 


Hath clawed me in his Clutch: 
And nath ſhiped me into his Land, 
As if I had never becn ſuch, 


80 N G 15. By Dr. Doxxe. 
OE, and catch a falling Star, 
J Get with Childa Mandrake Root, 
ze mewhereall Times paſt are, 
Or who cleft the Devil's Foot. 
teach me to hear Mermaids ſinging 
Or to keep of Envy's ſtinging, 
And find, | 
What W a | 
Serves to advance an honeſt Mind. 


If thou be'ſt born to ſtrange Sights, 

Things inviſible to fee, 

Ride ten thoutand Days and Nights, 

Till Age ſnow white Hairs on thee. 
Thou, when thou return'ſt, wilt tell me 
All range Wonders, that befel come] 

And ſwear, 

: No where 
Lives a Woman true, and fal ir. 


14:9 


If thou find'ſt one, let me know, 
Such a Pilgrimage were ſweet; 
Yet do not, I would not go, 
Tho? at next Door we might meet. 
Tho? ſhe were true when you met her, 
ſnd laſt, till you write your Letter, 
Yet ſhe 
Will be 
Falſe, ere I come, to two or three. 


8 ONG 16. "hp Ser Gs. Erurgror, 
in the Man of Mode. 


OW charming Phz//is is! how fair! 
Ah that ſhe were as willing 
To eaſe my wounded Heart of Care, 
And make her Eyes leſs killing. 
1 ſigh! I ſigh ! I languiſh now, 
And Love will not let me reſt, 
T drive about the Park and bow 
Still as I meet my deareſt. 


SONG 17. By Sir Geo. Ernzazor, : 


_ She wou'd it ſhe cou'd. 


0 little or no Purpoſe I ſpent many Days, | 
In ranging the Park, th'Exchange, andthe Plays; 
For ne'erin my Rambles, till now, did I prove 
So lucky to meet with the Man 1 cou'd love. 
Oh! how am !] pleas'd, when TI think on this Man, 
That I find I mutt love, let me do what I can! 

How long I ſhall love him, I can no more tell, 
Than had Ja Fever, when | ſhould be well. 
My Paſſion ſhall ill me before I will ſhew it, 
And yet 1 would give all the World he did know it: 
Fut oh howT ſigh, when 1 think ſhould he woo me, 
I cannot deny what I know woa'd undo me 


SONG 
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8 ON G 18. By Sir Gro. ETHEREGE. 


E happy Swains, whoſe Hearts are free 
From Love's imperial Chain, 

Take Warning and be taught by me, 

T avoid th inchanting Pain. 


Fatal the Wolves to trembling Flocks, 
Fierce Winds to Bloſſoms prove, 
To careleſs Seamen, hidden Rocks, 
To human Quiet, Love. 
Ty the Fair Sex, if Bliſs you prize; 
The Snake's beneath the Flower: 
WLo ever gaz'd on beauteous Eyes, 
That taſted Quiet mere? 

Nou faithleſs is the Lovers Joy! 
Hlow conſtant is their Care! 
The Kind with Falſehood do deſtroy, 
Phe Cruel with Def: pee. 


| s ON G 19. By Sir Ricnanp SERIE, 
. ' the Funeral, 


= Os not 13 on me beſtow, 
Soft Diſtreſs and tender Woe ; 
1 know none but ſubſtantial Blifles, 
Bager Glances, ſolid Kiiles ; 

T know not what the Lovers feign, 
If ſiner Pleaſure mix'd with Pain; 
Then pr'ythee give me, gentle Boy, 
None of * Grief, but al thy Joy. 


8 O N G 20. y Sir Ricnand Starke, 
65 in ihe Tender Huſband. 


H E N gentle Partheniſ/a walks, 
And ſweetly ſmiles, and gaily talks, 
A thouſand Shafts around her fly, 


 Athouland Swains unheeded die. 


+ 


1 
Ĩ f then ſhe labours to be ſeen, 
With all her killing Air and Mein; 
From ſo much Feauty, ſo much Art, 
What Mortal can ſecure his Heart? 


f 8 ON G 21. By Sir RichAR⁰ STEELF,, 
in the Lying Lover. Os 


\INCE the Day of poor Man, 
That little, little pkg 
Tho? long it can't laſt, 
PFeor the future and paſt | 
Is ſpent with Remorſe and Deſpair : 25 
With ſuch a full Glaſs 
Let that of Life paſs, 
"Tis made up of Trouble, 
| A Storm tho' a Bubble, 
There's no Bliſs but . your Care. 


SONG: 22. By Sir Joun V annuRoM: 
in the Provok'd Wie. 


OT Angel dwells above 

- Half fo fair as her I love; 
Heaven knows how ſhe'll receive me: 
If ſhe ſmiles, I'm bleſt indeed; 15 
If ſhe frowns, I'm quickly freed; * 
Heaven knows ſhe ne'er can grieve me. 
None can love her more than I, 

Vet ſhe ne'er ſhall make me die. 

If my Flame can never warm her, 
Other Beauties I'll adore, 

I ſhall never love her more, 

Cruelty will ſo deform her. 
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But I'll have a Huſband, ay marry, 


W 
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SONG 23. In theProvok'd Huſband 


H, PI have a Huſband ! ay, marry; 
For why ſhould J longer tarry, 
For why ſhould I longer tarry, 
Than other briſk Girls have done ? 
For if I ſtay, till I grow gray, 


They' ll call me old Maid, and fuſty old Jade 3 * 


So I'll no longer tarry ; 


If Money can buy me one, 


My. Mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming ; 


And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is dramming, 
That I ſuch vain Thoughts ſhould ſhun. 


My Sifters they cry, oh fye! oh fye! 


But yet I can ſee, they're as coming as me; 
So let me have Huſbands in plenty: 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 
'Than die an old Maid undone. 


SON G 24. In the Provok?d Huſband. 


HAT tho' they cell me Country Laſs, 
I read it plainly in my Glaſs, 
J hat for a Dutcheſs I might paſs : 
Oh, cou'd I ſee the Day! 
Would Fortune but attend my Call, 
At Park, at Play, at Ring, at Ball, 
I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 
With a Stand by, — clear the Way, 


Surrounded by a Crowd of Beaux, 

With ſmart Toupees, and pow dered Cloaths, 
At Rivals I'll turn up my Noe ; 

Oh, cou'd I ſee the Day! 


| I'll dart ſuch Glances from theſe Eyes, 


Shall make ſome Load, or Duke, my Prize; | 
And then, oh ! how PII tyrannize, | 
With a Stand . clear the Way, 
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Oh! then for every new Delight, 

For Equipage and Diamonds bright, 

Quacdrilles and Plays, and Balls, all Night, 

Oh, cou'd I ſee the Day ? 

Of Love and Joy I'd take my Fill, 

The tedious Hours of Life to kill, 

In every thing I'd have my Will, 
With a Sand by —clear the Way. 


SONG 25. The Happy Swain. BY) 
AMB. PriLies, Eq, 


AVE ye ſeen the Morning Sky, 
When the Dawn prevails on high, 
When, anon, ſome purply Ray, 
_ Gives a Sample of the Day; 
When anon, the Lark on Wing, 
Strives to ſoar, and ſtrains to ſing? 


Have ye ſeen the ethereal Blue, 2 
Gently ſhedding Silver Dew, 
Fpangling o'er the filent Green, 
While the Nightingale unſeen, 
I o the Moon and Stars full bright, 
| Loneſome chants the Hymn of Night os 


Have ye ſeen the broid'red May, 
All her ſcented Bloom diſplay, 
Breezes opening every Hour, 

This, and that, expecting Flower, Eo 
| While the mingling Birds prolong, D | | 

— From each Buſh, the vernal Song ? | 


Have ye ſeen the Damaſk Roſe 
Her unſully'd Bluſh diſcloſe, 
Or the Lilly's dewy Bell, 
In her gloſly White, excell, 
Or a Garden vary'd o'er 5 — 
With a thouſand Glories more? 


By the Beauties theſe diſplay, 
it + Morning, Evening, Night, or Day, 
* the Pleaſures theſe excite, 
Endleſs Sources of Delight! ' 
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Leave the Britons rough and free. 


(26) 


Judge by them the Joys I find, 

Sinee my Roſalind was kind, 

Since ſhe did herſelf: reſign 

Tomy Vows, for ever mine. | "= 


SONG 26. By Aug. Phirirs, Eſq; 


ROM T#hite's and Wills 
To purling Rills 


The Love-lick Aren flies; 3 


There, full of Woe, 
His Numbers flow, 
And all in Rhyme he dies. 
The fair Coquet, 

With feign'd Regret, 


Invites him back to TO wn; 


But when in Tears 
The Vouth appears, 


| She meets him with a F rown. 


Full oft the Maid 
This Prank had play'd, 


: Till angry Strephon ſwore, 


And, what is flrange, 
Tho' loth to change, 


55 Would never ſee her! more. 


SONG 27. By AmMB, Philips, Ea; 
To Signora Cuzzoni. _ _ 


ITTL E 8 ren of the Stage, | 


Charmer an 15 idle Age, 


Empty Warbler, breathing Lyre, 
Wanton Gale of fond Defire, 
Bane of every manly Art, © 
Sweet Enfeebler of the Heart, | 
O, too pleaſing; is thy Strain, 


Hence to Southern Climes again; 
Tuneful Miſchief, vocal Spell, 

To this Iſland bid farewel ; 

Leave us as we ought to be, 


$0NG 


8 | % 


4: 24-1 


SONG 28. For St. Cecilia*s Day, 


By Mr. DRYDEN, 


J. 


\ROM Harmony, from heav'nly Harmony 
This univerſal Frame Begann 
When Nature underneath a Heap 
t jarring Atoms lay, 
And could not heave her Head, 
The tuneful Voice was heard from high, 
Ariſe, ye more than dead. 
Then cold, and hot, and moiſt, and dry, 
In order to their Stations leap, 
t And Muſick's Power obey. 
From Harmony, from heav'nly Harmony 
This univerſal Frame began: 
From Harmony to Harmony 
Through all the Compaſs of the Notes it ran, 
| The D cog fall in Man, ER 


"It; 


What Paſſion cannot Muſick raiſe and a Y 
When Jubal ſtruck the corded Shel}, 
His liſt'ning Brethren ſtood around, 
And, wond'ring, on their Faces fell. 
10 worſhip that celeſtial Sound. 
Leſs than a God they thought there could not dwell 
Within the Hollow of that Shell, 
That ſpoke io ſweetly and fo well, | 
5 What Faſſion cannot Muſick raiſe and quell 3 


III. 


The Trumpet s loud Clangour 
Excites us to Arms, 
With ſhrill Notes of W 
And mortal Alarms. 
The double double double Beat 
Of the thundering Drum 
Cries, hark! the Foes come; 
= Charge, charge, tis too late to retreat. 


= - 


IV. 
The ſoft complaining Flute 
In dying Notes diſcovers 
The Woes of hopeleſs Lovers, : 
Whoſe — is whiſper'd by the warbling Lute, | 


Ve 

Sharp Violins proclaim 

Their jealous Pangs and Deſperation, 
Fury, frantick Indignation, 
Depth of Pains, and Height of Paſſion, 
For the fair, diſdainful, Dame. 


- vi. - 
Put oh ! what Art can teach, 
What human Voice can reach, 
The ſacred Organ's Praiſe? 
Notes inſpiring holy Love, 
Notes that wing their heavenly Ways 
4; BO mend the Choirs above. 


* 
VII. 

©, hows could lead the Savage Race ; 

And Trees uprooted left their Place, 
Sequacious of the Lyre: _ 

| Fut bright Cecilia rais'd the Wonder higher : : 
When to her Organ vocal Breath was giv'n, 

Angels heard, and ſtraight appear'd, 
5 Earth for Heaven. 


8 Crand Chorus. 


As from the Power ef ſacred Lays 
The Spheres began to move, 

Ard ſung the great Creator's Praiſe 
To all the Bleſs'd above; 

£0 when the laſt and dreadful Hour 

This crumbling Pageant ſhall devour, 

The Trumpet ſhall be heard on high, 

The Dead ſhall live, the Living die, 

And Muſick hay + untune the Sky. 
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SONG 29. By Mr. DRY DEN. 


Choir of bright Beauties in Spring did appear, 
To chooſe a May Lady to govern the Vear; 
Al the Nymphs were in White, and the Shepherds in Green, 
The Garland was giv'n, and Phyllis was Queen : 
But Ph;//is refus'd it, and fighing did ſay, 
| I'll not wear a Garland while Pan is away. 


4 While Pan and fair Syrinx, are fle d from our 1 bote. 
The Graces are baniſh'd, and Love is no more: 
The ſoft God of Pleaſure, that warm'd our Deſires, | 
Has broken his Bow, and extinguiſh'd his Fires; _ 
And vows that himſelf and his Mother will mourn, = 

Dill Pan and fair Syrinx in Triumph return. | 


2 Forbear your Addreſſes and court us no more; 
For we will perform what the Deity ſwore; 
But if you dare think of deſerving our Charms, „ 
Away with your Sheep-hooks and take to your Arms: | 
Then Laurels and Myrtles your Brows ſhall adorn, | 
When Fun, and his Son, and ws Syrinx, return. | 


SON 6 30. * Mr. Davven. 


CU LOE found Amyntas 8 
a E All in Tears upon the Plain; 
Sighing to himlelf, and crying, 
Wretched I, to love in vain ! 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying; 
Kiss me once, and eaſe my Pain! 


| 
Sighing to himſelf, and crying, | 
Wretched I, to love in vain ! 

Ever ſcorning and denying | 
Io reward your faithful Swain: | 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my duke > TY | 
9 Kiss me ces and cale my Pain! . | 
Ever | 


620 
Ever ſcorning and denying 
To reward your faithful Swain. 
Chloe, laughing at his crying, 
Told him, that he lov'd in vain: 
Kiſs me, Dear, before my dying, 
Kiſs me once, and eaſe my Pain! 


Chlee, laughing at his crying, 
Told him, that he lov'd in vain : 
But repenting, and complying, 

When he kiſs'd, ſhe kiſs'd again: 
Kiſs'd him up before his dying; 
Kiſs'd him up, and cas d his Pain. 


SONG 31. 5 


I N ight her blackeſt Sables wore, 
” And gloomy were the Skies ; 

And glitterin g Stars there were no more, 
I Than thoſe in Srella's Eyes: 

When at her Father's Gate 1 Os, 

Where I had often been ; 
And, ſhrowded only with her Smock, 
The Fair One let me in. 


Faſt lock'd within my cloſe Embrace, 
She trembling lay aſham'd; _ 
Her ſwelling Breaſt, and plowing Face, 
And every Touch inflam'd, 
My eager Paſſion I obey'd, 
Reſolv'd the Fort to win; 
And her fond Heart was ſoon betray d, 
To yield, and let me in. 


Then! then ! beyond expreſſing, 

| Immortal was the Joy ; 

1 knew no greater Bleſſing, 

S8o great a God was J. 

And ſhe, tranſported with Delight, 
Ott pray'd me come again; 

Ang kindly vow'd, that every Night 

._ She'd riſe and let me in 1 


(21) 


5 Put, oh! at laſt ſhe prov'd with Bairn, 
| And ſighing fate, and dull; ; 
And I that was as much concern'd 
Look'd then juſt like a Fool. 

Her lovely Eyes with Tears run o'er, 
Repenting her raſh Sin ; | 
She ſigh'd, and curs'd the fatal Hour 

That eber ſhe let me in. 


8 0 N 32. By Mr. Fanquyan, in th. 


Conſtant Couple. 


\HU J Nan knock'd at Celia's Door, 
He ſigh'd, and beg'd, and wept, and ſwore, 
The Sign was ſo 
| (Knocks) 
She anſwer'd, No. 
(Knocks thrice) 
, No, no, no. 
4 Aga he ſigh'd, again he pray d, 
No, Damon, no, 1 am afraid. 
1 Pin, Damon, I'm a Maid. 
7 Conſider, 
3 
I'm a Maid. 
No, e. 


Atl laſt his Sighs and Tears made way, 
She role and ſoftly turn'd the Key: 
Come i in, ſaid ſhe, but do not ſtay. 
I may conclude, 

You will be tude, 
But if you ate you may. 


1 0 N 6 33. By Mr. CONGREVE.. 
Lock d and L fightd, and f wiſh I could ſpeak, 


Yor i very fain would have been at her; 
Fut when I ſtrove molt my Paſſion to break, 
Sill then 1 ſaic leaſt of the Matter. 


344 


I ſwore to myſelf and reſolved I would try 
Some way my poor Heart to recover 

But that was all vain, for I ſooner could die, 
Than live with forbearing to love her. 


Dear Delia, be kind then, and ſince your own Eyes 

By Looks can command Adoration, 

Give mine leave to talk too, and do not deſpiſe 
Thoſe Oglings that tell you my Paſſion. 


We'll look, and w?'ll love, and tho? neither ſhould peak, 
The Pleaſure we'll ill be puriuing; 

Ard tho* without Words, I don't doubt we may make 

A very good End of hie Wooing. 


| SON G 34. Jung by Cours, end the three 
Peaſants, in DRYDEN's King Arthur, 


Camus. XP Our Hay is mow'd, and your Corn reap'd 
I Your Farns will be fall, & your Hovels heap'd: 

| Come, my Poys, come; 

Come, my Boys, come; 

bh And merrily roar our Harveſt home, 

. Chorus, Come, my Boys, Sc. 85 


i Peaſ. We ha cheated the Parſon, we'll cheat him again, 
For why ſhould a Block head ha” one in Ten? 
One in Ten, | 
One in Ten; 
For why ſhould a Blockhead ha' one in Ten! 
Chor. One in Ten, Se. 
2 Peaſ. For prating ſo long like a Book: Land Tot, 
ill Pudding and Dumpling burn to Pot, 
| Burn to Pot, 
Burn to Pot; | 
Till pudding and en burnt to Pot. 
Chorus. Burn to Pot, Ec. 
3 Peaſ. We'll toſs of our Ale till we canno' 1 
And hoigh for the Honour of O. England. 
Old: England, 
Old Eng er 
Fe Ard hoigh for * Honour of ON E alan; 
6 PO Old 2 e ce. NT 
SONG 4A 
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' 80N G 35. By Mr. MaTTrew Green, of 


the Cuſtom- Houſe. 


Lately ſaw what now I ſing, 
1 Fair Lucia's Hand diſplay'd ; 
This Finger grac'd a Diamond Ring, | 
And that a Sparrow play d. 


The feather'd Plaything ſhe careſs'd, 
And firoak'd its Head and Wings; ; 

And while it neſtled on her Breaſt, 

She liſp'd the deareſt Things. 

With chizzel Bill a Spark ill ſet, 

Nie looſen'd from the ref, 

And {wallow'd down to grind his Meat, 
The eaſier to digeſt. 


She ſeiz'd his Bill with wild affright, 
Her Diamond to deſcry : 

T wat gone! ſhe ſicked at the Sight, 
M.ooaning her Bird would die 


The tongue - ty'd Knocker none might uſe, 


The Curtains none might draw. 
The Footmen went without their Shoes, 
The Streets were laid with Straw. 
Ihe Doctor us'd his oily Art 
Of ſtrong emetick Kind, 
: Th'Apothercary play'd his Part, 
And engineer'd behind. 
| When Phyſick ceas'd to ſpend its Store 
Io bring away the Stone, 
Vichy. like People given o'er, 
Picks up, when let alone. 
His eyes diſpell'd uheir ſickly Dews, 
He ſpeck'd behind his Wing, 

Lucia recovering at the News, 


2 for the Ring. 


. 


. 
Mean while, within her beauteous Breaſt. 
Two different Paſſions ſtrove; 


When Av' rice ended the Conteſt, 
And triumph'd over Love. 


Poor little, pretty, flutt'ring Thing, 
Thy Pains the Sex difplay, 
Who only to repair a Ring 
Could take thy Life away. 


Drive Av'rice from your Breaſts, ye Fair, 
M.-onſter of fouleft Mein, 
Ye would not let it harbour there, 

Could but its Form be ſeen. _ 


It made a Virgin put on Guile, 
Truth's Image break her Word, 

A Lucia's Face forbear to ſmile, 
A Venus kill her Bird. 5 
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SONG 36. By Gro. 1 TR, Ef, 


1 H E heavy Hours are almoſt paſt 
That part my Love and me, 
My longing Eyes may hope at laſt 
Their longing Wiſh to ſee, 
But how, my Delia, Will you meet, 
The Man you've loſt ſo long 
Will Love on all your Pulſes beat, 
And tremble on your Tongue? 


Will you in every Look declare 
Your Heart is ſtill the fame; 
And heal each idly anxious Care 

Qur Fears in Abſence frame ? 


T hus, Delia, thus I paint the Scene, 
When ſhortly we ſhall meer, | 
: a try what yet remains between 
Of loitring Time to cheat. 
But if the Dream that ſooths my Mind, - 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove ; 
1 Jam doom'd at length to find 
You have forgot to love; 


* [ of Venus aſk is this, | | 
No more to let us join; 
But grant me here the flatt* ring Bliſs, 
T o die and think you mine. 1 foes | 


SONG 37. By Gro. Ly—LT—v, Efes 


OC AY Myra, why is gentle Love 
8 A Stranger to that Mind, 
Which Pity and Eſteem can move; 
Which can be juſt and kind ? 


| 1 it becauſe you fear to ſnare 
The Ills that Love moleſt ; 
4 The jealous Doubt, the tender Care, 
That rack the am'rous Breaſt ? 


Alas by ſome Degree of Woe 
We every Bliſs muſt gain: 

The Heart can ne'er a Tranſport know, 
That never feels a Pain. 


80 NG 38. On a Lady s pleadimp Want of 
Time. By Gro. LY—LT—N, Eſq, 


5 N Thames's Bank a gentle Youth 
O For Lucy ſigh'd with matchleſs Truth, 
Ev'n when he ſigh'd in Rhime: 
The lovely Maid his Flame return'd, 
And would with equal Warmth have bura's, 
But that ſhe had not Time. 


Ot he repair'd with eager Feet 
In ſecret dhades his Fair to meet 
heeneath th' accuſtom'd Lyme ; 
She would have fondly met him there, 

nd heal'd with Love each tender Care, 
Baut that ſhe had not 1 ime. 


« It was not thus, incenſtant Maid, 
Lou acted once (the Shepherd ſaid) 
When Love was in its Prime: 
She griev'd to hear him thus complain, 
Y wou'd have writ to eaſe his Pain, 
But that ſhe had not Time. = 
zo How 


- 
, 3 "FA — 
— — 


** o TY 
1 3 
3 
Al 
I 
5 
. 2885 
* x6 


( 26 ) 


How can you act ſo cold a Part? 
No Crime of mine has chang'd your Heart, 
If Love be not a Crime. - 
We ſoon muſt part for Months, for Vears: 
She wou'd have anſwer'd with her Tears, 
But that the had not Time. : 


SO NG 39. By S—us J—v—xs, Ez; 


O O plain, dear Youth, theſe Tell-tale Eyes 
My Heart your own declare, = 
But for Heav'n's Sake let it ſuffice 
You reign triumphant there. 


Forbear your utmoſt Pow'r to try, 
Nor farther urge your Sway; 

Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 
For fear I ſhould obey. 


Could all your Arts ſucceſsful prove, 
| Would you a Maid undo, | 
'* Whoſe greateſt Failing is her Love, 
And that her Love of you? 


Say, would you uſe that very Pow . 
You from her Fondneſs claim, 
To ruin in one fatal Hour 

A Life of ſpotleſs Fame ? 

Ah! ceaſe, my Dear, to do an HI, 
Becauſe perhaps you may ; 

But rather try your utmoſt Skill 

To fave me, than betray, 


he you yourſelf my Virtue's Guard, 
Defend, and not purſue ; 
Since "tis a Taſk for me too hard, 
To fight with Love and you. 


SONG 40. By DD G—8, Ef 


4 


” Truth can fix thy wav'ring Heart, 
1 Let Damon urge his Claim, 
He feels the Paſſion void of Art, 
Ihe pure, the conſtant F lame, 


5 . 
TPho' ſighing Swains their Torments tell, 
Their ſenſual Love contemn; 
They only prize the beauteous Shell, 

But ſlight the, in ward Gem. 


Poſſeſſion cures the wounded Heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient Fire; 
But when the Mind receives the Dart, 

Enjoyment whets Deſire. 

By Age your Beauty will decay, 

Vour Mind improves with Years; 

As when the Bloſſoms fade away, 

The rip'ning Fruit appears. ER. 
May Heav'n and Sylvia grant my Suit, 
And bleſs each future Hour, 

That Damon, who can taſte the Fruit, 

May gather ev'ry Flower. 
| ES WW N Ax. 

1 H the charming Month of May! 

5 Oh the charming Month of May“ 

When the Breezes fan the Treeſes 

Full of Bloſſoms freſh and gay —= + 
Oh what Joys our Proſpects yield! 
Charming Joys our Proſpe&s yield! 

In a new Livery when we ſee every 

Buſn and Meadow, Tree and Field——- 

Buſh, &c. 5 „ = 
Oh how freſh the Morning Air ! 
Charming freſh the Morning Air!. 
When the Zephyrs and the Heifers 


Their odoriferous Breath compare — 
Then te | 


Oh how fine our Ev'ning Walk! 
Charming fine our Ev'ning Walk! 
When the Nighting-gale delighting, 
With her Song ſuſpends our 'Talk—— 
With her, &c, „„ 
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Oh how ſweet at Night to dream ! 
Charming ſweet at Night to dream! 
On moſly Pillows, by the Trilloes 


Of a gentle purling Stream —— 
Of a, &c. 


Oh how kind the IF Laſs! 
Charming kind the Country Laſs ! 
Who, her Cow bilking, leaves her milking 


For a green Gown _ the Graſs—— 
„„ | 


Oh how ſweet it is to ſpy 

Charming ſweet it is to ſpy! ?! 

At the Concluſion, her Confuſion, | 
Bluſhing Cheeks, and down- Caſt Eye — | 
Bluſhing, Sc. 


Oh the cooling Curds and Cream! 
Charming cooling Curds and Cream ! 
When all is over, ſhe gives her Lover, 
Who on her Skimming-diſh carves his Name 
** on, Sc. | 


SO N G 42. "ty the Earl of Roscounton. 
On a young Lady who ſung finely, and was 
bh hoon of a Cold, 


INTE R, thy Craelty extend, 
Till fatal Tempeſts {well the Sea, 
In vain let ſinking Pilots prey, 
| Beneath thy Yoke let Nature bend: 
Let piercing Froſt and laſting Snow, 
Thro' Woods and Fields Deſtruction ſow ! 


Vet we unmov'd will fit and ſmile, 
wh le you theſe leſſer [ls create, 
Theſe we can bear; but gentle Fate, 
And thou bleſt Genius of our Iſle, 
From Winter's Rage defend her Voice, 
At which the liſt'ning Gods rejoice. 


Mar 


ON. 
Was. 


May 


(6290 


| May that celeſtial Sound each Day 


WI h Extacy tranſport our Souls, 


W hilft all our Paſſions it controuls, 
And kindly drives our Cares away; 


Let no ungentle Cold deſtroy, 


All Taſte we have of heav nly Joy. 


SO N G 43. Apollo making Love, from I 011 


tinelle. By Mr. Tick ELI. 


And panting for Breath, the coy Virgin purſu'd, 
hen is Wiſdom, in manner moſt ample, expreſt 


I Aw; ery'd Apollo, when Dophne he woo'd, 


| The long Liſt of the Graces his Godſhip poileſt. 


I'm the God of ſweet Song, and Inſpirer of Lays ; 
Nor for Lays nor ſweet Song the fair Fugitive ſtays ;. 
I'm the God of the Harp--ſtop, my Faireſt—in vain ; 
Nor the Harp, nor the Harper, could fetch her aggin, 


Ev'ry Plant, ev'ry Flow'r, and their Virtues I know, 


God of Light I'm above, and of Phyſick below. 
At the dreadful Word Phyſick, the Nymph fled more faſt ; 


At the fatal Word Phyſick ſhe doubled her Haſte, 
Thou fond God of Wiſdom, then alter thy Phraſe, 


| Bid her view thy young Bloom, , and thy raviſhing Rays; 


Tell her leſs of thy Knowledge, ard more ofthy Charms, 
And, wy Life for't, the Damſel {ball fly to 264 Arms. 


$ONG 4% In Alfred. By Mr. Trrouzox 


and Mr. MALLET. 


T F thoſe who live in Shepherd's Bower, 

. Preſs not the rich and ſtately Bed; | 
The new-mown Hay and breathing F lower 
A ſofter Couch beneath them ſpread. 


| If thoſe, who ſit at Shepherd's Board, 


Sooth not their Taſte by wanton Kit: 5 


They take what Nature's Gifts afford, 


And take it with a Cn Heart. | 
# 8 | 5 5 3 
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1 0 „„ 
| If thoſe, who drain the Shepherd's Bowl, 
No new and ſparkling Wines can boaſt ; 
With wholſome Cups they cheer the Soul, 
And crown them with the Village T oaſt, 


If thoſe, who join in Shepherd's Sport, 
Gay dancing on the daizy'd Ground, 
| Have not the Splendor of a Court; 
| Yet Love adorns the merry Round. 


SONG 45. By the Duke of Brekmenan, 


; 8 RAVE Fops my Envy now beget, 
Who did my Pity move; 


1'ney, by the Right of wanting Wit, 
Are free from Cares of Love. 


Turks honour Fools, becauſe they are 

| By that Defect ſecure 

Prom Slavery and Toils of War, 

Which all the reſt endure, 

| So J, who ſuffer cold Neglect 
And Wounds from Celia's Eyes, 


Begin extreamly to reſpect 
'{ heſe Fools that ſeem ſo wiſe.” 


is true, they fondly ſet their Hearts 

On | hings of no Delight; 

To paſs all Day for Men of Parts, 
They pals alone the Nigtt. 


* — — —— —0 


| Fut Celia never breaks their Reſt ; 
Such Servants ſhe diſdains; 
And fo the ops are dully bleſt, 

W. hile I er. dure her Chains. 


1 SON: G 46; By (be Dake f Bvoxaon AM, 


YOM E, let us now reſolve at laſt 
To live and love in Quiet; 
We'll tie the Knot ſo very fat, 
That Time ſhall ne'er untie it. 


The 
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The trueſt Joys they ſeldom prove, 
Who free from Quarrels live; 

'Tis the moſt tender Part of Love, | 
Each other to forgive. 


When leaſt I ſeem'd concern'd, | took 
No Pleaſure, nor no Reſt; 

And when I feign'd an angry Look, 
Alas! I lov'd you beſt. 


Own but the ſame to me, you'll find 
How bleſt will be our Fate; 
| Oh, to be happy, to be kind, 
* | Sure never is too late. | 


SONG 47. By Sir Tow Drxnaw. 


; O RPHEUS, the humble God that dwells 
M In Cottages and ſmoaky Cells, 
ates gilded Roofs and Beds of Down; 
And though he fears no Prince's Frown, 
Flies from the Circle of a Crown. 


Come, I ſay, thou pow'rful God, 
Ard with thy leaden charming Rod, 
_Dipt in Lethean Lake, 

O'er his wakeful Temples ſhake, : 
Left he ſhould ſleep, and never wake. 


Nature (alas) why art thou fo 
Obliged to thy greateſt Foe? 
Sleep that is thy beſt Repalſt, 

Yet of Death it bears a Taſte, 
And both are the lame thing at aſt, 


SON 8 48. By Sir Jour SUCKLING, 
Am a Man ot War and Might, 

I And know thus much, that L can fight, 

Whether I'm in the Wrong or Right, | 

VVV 5 | devoutly. 

No Woman under Heaven I fear, 

New Oaths I can exactly ſwear, 

And forty Healths my Brains will bear 

-Þ __ moſt ſtoutly. 

2 C4 I cannot 
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I cannot ſpeak, but I can do 
As much as any of our Crew ; 
And if you doubt it, ſome of you = 
may prove it, 
I dare be bold thus much to My - 7 
If that my Bullets do but play, 
| You wou'd be hurt ſo N ight and Day, 

yer love it, 


| 5 5 0 N G 49. By Sir Joan SUCKLING. 


| 1 Pr'ythee ſend me back my Heart, 

j Since I cannot have thine: 

| +or if from yours you will not part, 
| Why then ſnou'dſt thou have mine? 


4 Yet now I think on't, let it lie 3 
* To find it were in vain; _ 
For thou'ſt a Thief in ev 'ry Eye 
| © VWouv'd ſteal it back again, 


Why ſhould two Hearts in one Breaſt lie, 
And yer not lodge ron E 1 
Ch Love ! where 1s thy Sympathy, | 

If thus our Breaſts thou ſever? 


But Love is ſuch a Myſtery | 
I cannot find it out: 
For when I think I'm beſt reſolv'd, 


I then am in moſt doubt. 


Then farewel Care, and farewel Woe, 
[ will no longer pine: * 
For I'll believe I have her Heart, 
As much as ſhe has mane. 


8 O N G 50. By Sir Jon SUCKLING, 


F thee (kind Poy) J aſk no Red and White 
To make up my Delight, | 
No odd becoming Graces, 
| Black Eyes, or little know-not- what, in Faces ; ; 


Make 


0 (33 )- 

Make me but mad enough; give me good tore 
Of Love for her I court, 

4 I aſk no more ; RR 

Tis Love in Love that ans the Sport. I 


There's no ſuch thing as that we Beauty call, 
It is meer Cozenage all; 
For though ſome long ago 
Lik'd certain Colours mingled fo and ſo, 
That doth tie me now from chunng i new. 
If Ia Fancy take | 
0 To Black and Blue, 
That F ancy doth it Beauty make. 


Ts not the Meat, but 'tis the Appetite 
5 Makes Eating a Delight, 
And if we like one Diſn | 

More than another, that a Pheaſant is; 


What in our Watches, that i in us is found, 


So to the height and Nick 
We up be wound, 
3 No matter by what Hand, or Trick, 


SO N G 31 By Dr. Swrer, 


N Harmony would you excel, 

| Suit your Words to your Muſick well ; 
- Mulick well, Muſick well, ſuit your Words to your Muſick | 

| 5 uit your Words to your Muſick well. (well, 


Fer Pegaſus runs every Race, 
By galloping high or level Pace, 


Or ambling or ſweet Canterbury, 


Or with a down, a high down derry. 
No Vidtory he ever got 

Buy jogling, jogling Trot : 

Nor Mule harmonious entertains 

Rough, royſtring, ruſtick, roaring Strains, 


Nor ſhall you twine the crackling Bays 
By ſneaking, iniv'ling Roundelays : 


. N ow ſlowly move your Fiddle Stick; 


| Dow, tantantantantantantivi quick quick. 1 
4 Cs ns _ Now 


(45 


Now trembling, ſtirring, quiv'ring, quaking, 
Set hoping Hearts of Lovers aking. 
Hy, fly, above the Sky, rambling, gambling, 
Rambling, gambling, trolloping, lolloping, 
Galloping, trolloping, lolloping, galloping, 
Trollop, lolloping, trolloping, galloping, lolloping, 
Trolloping, galloping, lollop. 
Now creep, ſweep, ſweep ſweep, the Deep, 
See ſee, Celia, Celia dies, dies, dies, dies, | 
While true Lovers Eyes, Weeping ſleep, Sleeping weep, | 
Weeping ſleep, bo peep, bo peep. bo 1985 bopeep, peep 
vo! bo Peep. 


SONG 5-2. The WISH. 


T F I live to be old, for I firdT go down, 

Let this be my Fate : Ina Country Town, | 
May I have a warm Houſe, with a Stone at the Gate, 
Anda | Cleanly young Girl to rub my bald Pate. 


. 


Alay I govern my paſſion with an abſolute Sway, 
And grow wiſer and better as my Strength wears away; 
Without Gout or Stone by a gentle Decay, | 


May my little Houſe ſtand on the Side of a Hill, 
With an eaſy Deſcent to a Mead and a Mill, 
'That when I've a Mind, 1 may hear my Boy read, 
In the Mill, if it rains; if it's e in the Mead. 
May I govern, &c, 


Near a ſhady Grove, and a murmuring Brook; 
With an Ocean at Diſtance whereon I may look, 
With a ſpacious Plain without Hedge or Style, 
And an ealy Pad- "ag to ride out a ite. 

May I govern, Sc. 


With Horace, and Petrarch, ard two or din more 
Of the beſt Wits that reign'd i in the Ages before ; 
With roaſt Mut: on rather than Ven'ſon or Teal, 
And clean, tho' coarſe, Linen at every Meal. 
| May 1 . . | 


4 


Wich a Pudding on Sundays, with ſtout humming Liquors 
And Remnants of Latin to welcome the Vicar, 
With Monte-Fiaſcone or Burgundy Wine, 


Io drink the King's Health as oft as [ dine, 
May Lgovern, Sc. 


May my Wine be Vermillion, may my Malt: drink be pale, 


In neither extream, or too mild or too ſtale: 


In lieu of Deſerts, unwholſome and dear, 
Let Lodi or Parmeſan bring up the Rear. 


N 


May 1 govern, We: 


May I govern, Oc. 


No Tory, or Whig, Obſervator or Trimmer 
May I be, nor againſt the Law's Torrent a Swimmer ; 
May |1 mind what I ſpcak, what I write and hear read, 
And with Matters of State ne'er trouble my Head. 


May I govern, &c. 


Let the Gods who diſpoſe of every King 8 Crown, 
Whomſoever they pleaſe, ſet up and pull down; 
I'll pay the whole Shilling impos'd on my Head, 


'Tho' I go without Claret that N 1 55 to my Bed. 


May I govern, Cc. 
"I'M bleed without grumbling, though chat Tax mould 3 


appear 

As oft as new Moons or Weeks in a Year. 

For why ſhould F let a ſeditious Word fall, 

Since my Lands in Uzopia Pay mY at all ? 

May 1 govern, Sc. 

Tho” I care not for Riches, may I not be ſo poor, 

That the Rich without Shame cannot enter my Door; 
May _ Ft my e may they take much De- 
My old Stories to hear in a Winter 5 Tong Night. 

May I govern, &c. 


My ſmall Stock of Wit may I not miſapply, 
To flatter ill Men, be they never ſo high; PER 
Nor miſ- ſpend the few Moments I fteal from the Grave, 
In fawning and cringing ike Dog or a Slave. 


f 
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May none whom I love, to ſo great Riches riſe, 
As to 8 their Acquaintance, and their old Friends de- 
ſpiſe; | 
So low or io high may none of them be, 
As to move either Pity or Envy in me. 
May I govern, &c. 


A Friendſhip I wiſh for, but alas | ! *tis in n vain, 
Fove's Store-houſe is empty, and can't it ſupply, 
So firm, that no Change of Times, Envy, or Gain, 
Or Flatt ry, or Woman, ſhould have Power to untye. 
May J govern, &c. : 


But if Friends prove unfaithful, and P ortune a Whore, | 
Still may I be virtuous, tho' Tam poor; 

My Life then as uſeleſs, may I freely reſign, 
When no longer | reliſh tr ue Wit and La Wine, 
May J govern, &c. 


To out-live my Senſes may it not be my F ate, 
To be blind, to be deaf, to know nothing at all; 
But rather let Death come before 'tis too late, 
And while there's ſome Sap i in it, may my 12 fall. 
May I govern, &c. 


I hope I ſhall have no Occaſion to ſend 
For Prieſts or Phyſicians, 'till I'm ſo near my Fnd, 
That J have eat all my Bread, and diank my laſt Glab ; 
Let them come then, and ſet their Seals to my Paſs, 
May I govern, &c. 


With a Courage undaunted, may I face my laſt Day, 
And when I am dead may the better ſort ſay, 
In the Morning when ſober, in the Evening when mellow; 
He's gone, and not left behind him his Fellow, 
May I govern, &c, 


Without any Noiſe when I've aſd over the Stage, 

And decenily ated what Part Fortune gave, 

Und put off my Veſt in a chearful old Age, 

May a few honeſt Fellows ſee me laid i in my Grave. 
May I govern, &c. | 
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I care not, whether under a Turf or a Stone, 
With any Inſcription upon it, or none : 


If athouſand Years hence, here lies V. P. 


Shall be read on my Tomb, what is it to me? 


Yet one Wiſh I add, for the Sake of thoſe few 

Who in reading theſe Lines any Pleaſure ſhall take ; 
May I leave a good Fame, and a ſweet- ſmelling N ame. 
Amen. Here an End of my Wiſhes I make, 


Chorus. 


May I govern my Paſſion with an abſolute Sway, 


And grow wiſer and better as my Strength wears away ; 
W Gout or Stone, by a gentle Decay. 


S 0 N G 53. Invitation to a Robin Reg- 
Brea. 


* Bird, whom wintry Blaſts 


To ſeek for human Aid compell, 
10 me for Warmth and Shelter fly, 
Welcome beneath my Roof to dwell : 


Supplies, thy Hunger to relieve, 


I'll daily at my Window lay, 
Aſſur'd, that daily thoſe Supplies & 
| With gratéful Song thou wilt repay. 


Soon as the new returning Spring 


Shall call thee forth to Woods and Groves, 
Freely reviſit then the Scene, 

Which Notes as ſweet as thine approves: 
But if another Winter's Blaſt 

Should bring me back my Gueſt again, 
Again with Muſick come prepar'd 

Thy friendly Holt to entertain. 


The ſacred Pow'r of Harmony 

In this its beſt Effect appears, | 
That Friendſhip in the ſtricteſt Bands | 
It both engages and endears. 
In Muſick's raviſhing Delights 

You, feather'd Race, with Men agree 3 3 


Of all the animated World, 


The only Harmoniſts are we. 
OY, TO MOOR SONG 
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SONG 54. By Dr. PaRx ELI. 
HB N thy Beauty appears, 


| In its Graces and Airs, 

All bright as an Angel new dropt from the Sky; 
At Diſtance I gaze and am aw'd by my Fears, 
: 80 ſtrangely you dazzle my Eye! 


But when without Art, | 
Your kind Thoughts you impart, 1 
When your Love runs in Bluſhes thro' ev'ry Vein; 
When it darts from your Eyes, when it Pants in your 
Heart, 
Then I know you're a Woman again, 


There's a Paſſion and Pride, 

In our Sex {ſhe reply'd) _ 

And thus {might I gratify both) I would do : 
Still an Angel appear to each Lover bende, 
But ſtill be a Woman to you, 


SONG 58, By Dr. PaRxElr. 8 


HIRS1S, a young and am'rous Swain, 
Saw two, the Beauties of the Plain, 

Who both his Heart ſubdue : 

| Gay Celia's Eyes were dazzling fair: 
Sabina's eaſy Shape and Air WE 

With ſofter Magick drew. 


He haunts the Stream, he haunts the Grove, 
Lives in a fond Romance of Love, * 
And ſeems for each to die; 
Till each a little ſpiteful grown, 


Sabina Celia's Shape ran down, 
And ſhe Sabina's Ey e. 


Their Envy made the Shepherd find 
Thoſe Eyes which Love could only blind ; 
 __ So'fet the Lover fre: - 
No. more he haunts the Grove or Stream, 
Or with a True-love Knot and Name 
Engraves a wounded Tree. 


„ 
Ah Celia ! (fly Sabina cry'd) 
Tho' neither love, we're both deny'd ; 
Now to ſupport the Sex's Pride, 
Leet either fix the Dart. 
Poor Girl! (ſays Celia ſay no more: 
For ſhou'd the Swain but one adore, 
That Spite which broke his Chains before, 
Would break the other” s Heart. 


180 NG 56. By BEN. Jour SON, in Vo! bone. 
' JTOOLS, they are the only Nation 

| Worth Men's uz or Admiration; 

Free from Care, or Sorrow taking, 

Selves and others merry making : 

All they ſpeak or do is Sterling, 

Your Fool he is your great Man's Darling, 
And your Ladies Sport and Pleaſure, 

Tongue and Bable are his Treaſure. 

E'en his Face begetteth Laughter, _ 

And he ſpeaks Truth free from Slaughter ; 3 

He's the Grace of ev'ry Feaſt, 

And ſometimes the chiefeſt Gueſt F 

Hath his Trencher and his Stool. 

When Wit waits upon the F oo 

Oh, who would not be 

He, he, he? 


180 NG 67, By Bun Jounson, in Epiene 
| TILL to be neat, till to be dreſt, 
As you were going to a Feaſt ; 
Still to be powder'd, ſtill perfum'd : 
Lady, it is to be preſum'd, N 
Though Art's hid Cauſes are not founs, 
All is not ſweet, all i is not ſound, 


Give me a Look, give me a F ace, 


That makes Simplicity a Grace ; TL * 


Robe looſely flowing, Hair as free: 
Such ſweet Neglect more taketh mes 


Than all th'Adulteries of Art: 


They firike mine Eyes, but not my Heart. 
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8 ONG 58. By Mr. Wurrrurab. 


Es, I'm in Love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 


N Dll ſwear, I can't tell how 


te pleaſing Plague ſtole on me. 
"Tis not her Face that Love creates, 
For there no Graces revel; 


Tis not her Shape, for there the F ates 


Have rather becn uncivil. 


Tis not her Air, for ſure in that 

There's nothing more than common; 

And all her Senſe is only Chat, 
Like any other Woman. 


Fer Voice, her Touch, might give th! Alarm, 


Twas both, perhaps, or neither; 


In ſhort, 'twas that provoking Charm 


Of Celia all * 


SON G 59. By Mr. Boorn. 


\WEET are the Charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the damaſk Roſe, 


Soft as the Down of Turtle Dove, 


Gentle as Winds when Zephyr blows, 
Refreſhing as deſcending Rains 


| 'To Sun-burnt Climes and thirſty Plains. 


True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial to the un, 
Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, 
| Whoſe ſwelling Tides obey the Moon; 5 


From every other Charmer free, 
My Life and Love ſhall follow thee. 


The Lamb the flow'ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the tender Kid purſyes, 

Sweet Philomel, in ſhady Bowers 

Ot verdant Spring, her Notes rene ws; 


All follow what they moſt admire, 
As I purſue my Soul's Deſire. 


Nature 
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Nature muſt change her beauteous Face, 
And vary as the Seaſonsriſe; _ 

"As Winter to the Spring gives Place, 
Summer the Approach of Autumn flies : 
No change on Love the Seaſons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual Spring. 


Devouring Time with ſtealing Pace, 
Makes lofty Oaks and Cedars bow ; 


And Marble Towers and Walls of Braſs 


Ihn his rude March he levels low: 
But Time, deſtroying far and wide, 


Love from the Soul can ne'er divide. 


Death- only with his cruel Dart 


The gentle Godhead can remove, 


: And drive him from the bleeding Heart 


To mingle with the Bleſt above, 
| Where known to all his kindred Train, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain. 


Love and his Siſter fair the Soul, 
Twin- born from Heaven to ether came: | 


| Love will the Univerſe controul, 


When dying Seaſons loſe their Name; 3 
Divine Abodes ſhall own his Power, 


| When Time and Death ſhall be no more, 


s ON 60. 


UP F 4 D, God of pleaſing Anguiſh, 
Teach the enamour'd Swain to languiſh, 
Teach him fierce Deſires to know. 
Heroes would be loſt in Story, 


Did not Love inſpire their Glory 


Love does al that's * EDS 
8 0 N G 61. 
HIL 8 TI gaze on Chloe trembling, 


iles I fear diſſembling, 
When ſhe frowns I then deſpair, 


| 1 her Eyes my Fate declare; 1 
When ſhe Smi 


Jealous 
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| Jealous of ſome rival Lover, 
If a wandering Look ſhe gives; 

Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. | 


Why ſhould I conceal my Paſſion, 
Or the Torments I endure ? 

I will diſcloſe my Inclination; 

Awful Diſtance yields no Cure. 

Bure it is not in her Nature, 

To be cruel to her Slave; 

She is too divine a Creature, 

To deſtroy what ſhe can ſave. 

Happy's he whoſe Inclination 

Warms but with a gentle Heat : 

Never mounts to raging Paſſion, 
Love's a Torment if too great. 

When the Storm is once blown ren. 

Soon the Ocean quiet grows z 

| But a conſtant faithful Lover 

* meets with true Repoſe. 7 


8 0 N G 62. By Mr. Piss. 


"LEXIS ſhunn'd his Fellow Swains, 
Their rural Sports and jocund St: -1ins, 
(Heaven guard us all from Cafid's Bow 3 
| He loſt his Crook, he lei „is Flock, 
And wand'ring through the lonely Rocks. 
He nouriſh'd endleſs Woe. | 


: The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came, 
His Grief ſome pity, others blame; | 
Ihe fatal Cauſe all kindly ſeek : 
He mingled his Concern with theirs, | 
He gave them back their friendly Tears, 
He ſigh'd; but could not ſpeak. 


| Chrinda came among the reſt, 

And ſhe too kind Concern expreſt, 
And aſk'd the Reaſon of his Woe; 
dhe aſk'd ; but with an Air and Mein, 
As made it eaſily foreſeen, 

She fear'd too much to know. 
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The Shepherd rais'd his mournful Head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 
While I the cruel Truth reveal ; 


Which nothing from my Breaſt ſhould tear, 


Which never ſhould offend your Ear, 
But that you bid me tell. 


'Tis thus I rove, *tis thus complain, 


Since. you appear'd upon the Plain; 
You are the Cauſe of all my Care: 

Your Eyes ten thouſand Dangers dart; 

Ten thouſand Torments vex my Heart ; 
1 love, and I deſpair. 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 

'Tis what I thought, tis what I fear'd; 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry'd : 

But you ſhall promiſe, ne'er again 


To breath your Vows, or ſpeak your Pain, 


He bow'd, __ and dy'd, 


8 0 N G 6 3 7 be Shepherd core 


S Cynthia late, within the Grove, 
Bemoan'd his too ſueceſsleſs Love, 
And eas'd (retir'd) his ſecret Pain. 
The God of Love, who wander'd near, 
Chanc' d his Complaint to overhear, 
And thus addreſs'd the Swain: 


Riſe, filly Shepherd, riſe, he cry'd ; 
It ſeems your”re eaſily deny d, 
Becauſe the charming Nymph is coy : 


The Tongue may learn to ſpeak with Art, 


But would you know the Fair One's Heart, 
Conſult it in her Eye! 


Tiis in that Mirrour of her Soul, 
The Secrets of her Boſom roll, 


Reveal'd without Diſguiſe to View: 


For, Cynthia, take it for a Truth, 


You only are the favour'd Yonth, 
And Lydia loves but you! 


No 


(44) 
No more my Altars then upbraid, 
Nor thus invoke my need'eſs Aid ! 
Since faithful I have done my Part : 
Thy own perform with like Addreſs, 
She ſoon ſhall yield thy Arms to bleſs, 
And give thee all her Heart! 


So ſpoke ſincere the friendly God, 
When ſtraight along the flow'ry Road, 

The Nymph with languid Beauty mov d; 
The Swain with Joy the Moment ſeiz'd, 
She heard his tender Vows well pleas'd, 
And all his Wiſh approv'd. 


With grateful Pride and gladfome Air, 

To ymen's Shrine he led the Fair 
And made the laſting Bliſs ſecure : 

Let Maids no more falſe Coldneſs ſeign, 

Let faithful Swains no more complain, 
But boldly aſk a Cure 


» O N G 4 By Aus. Prnaes, 27 
LEST as thi immortal Gods is he, 


And hears and ſees thee all the while 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 


T was this bereav'd my Soul of Reſt, 

And rais'd ſuch Tumult in my Breaſt; 

For while I gaz'd in Tranſport toſt, 
— My Breath was gone, my Voice was loſt ! 


My Boſom glow'd ; the ſubtle Flame. 
* Ran quick thro' all my vital Frame; 
O' er my dim Eyes a Darkneſs hung, 
My Ears with hollow Murmurs rung. 


In dewy Damps my Limbs were child, 
My Blood with gentle Horrors thrill'd, 
My feeble Pulſe forgot to play, 

I fainted, ſunk, and dy'd away! 


| $0NG 
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The Youth that fondly fits by thee, 8 —— a 


(45) 
SONG 65. in Mil rox's Conus: 


OU LD you taſte the Noontide Air, 
| To yon fragrant Bower repair, 
Where woven with the Poplar Bough, 
Ihe Mantling Vine will ſhelter you. 


| Down each Side a River flows, 

= T inkling, murmuring, as it goes 
_ Lightly o'er the Moſſy Ground, 
Sultry Phæbus ſcorching round. 


© Round, the languid Herds and Sheep 

by: Stretch d o'er ſunny Hillocks ſleep. 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe 

Ihe Fair does all alone repoſe. 

All alone — and in her Arms 
Vour Breaſt may beat to Love's Alarms, 

Till bleſs'd and bleſſing you ſhall own 
A The 2098 of Love are Joys alone. 


SONG 66. 


- OVE thou art the beſt of human Joys, "5x 
3 2 Our chiefeſt Happineſs below ; 3 
All other Pleaſures are but Toys, 
Muſic without thee is but Noiſe, 
HhHheauty but an empty Show. 
Heaven that knew beſt what Man cou'd move, 
And raiſe his Thoughts above the Brute, 
Said, Let him be, and let him love, 
3 That only muſt his Soul improve, 
F Howe er r Philoſophers e 5 


f $5. 
8 I 1 fair Chloe walk al. 
The feather'd Snow came ſoftly down, 


Ike Jove deſcending from his Tower, 
2 To court her i in a Sire Shower : . 


1 


646) 
The wanton Flakes flew to her Breaſts, 
As little Birds into their Neſts ; 
But being overcome with Whiteneſs there, 
For Grief diſſolv'd into a Tear; 
Thence 2271 down her Garments Hem, 


To deck her, troze into a Gem, 


SONG 68. By the Earl of Doxskr. 
TAY the Ambitious ever find 
Succeſs in Crowds and Noiſe, 


While gentle Love does fill my Mind 


With ſilent real Joys. 


May Knaves and Fools grow rich and great, | 
And all the World think them wiſe, 

While I he at my Nanny's Feet, 
And all the World deſpiſe, 


Let conquering Kings new Triumphs raiſe, 


And melt in Court Delights : 


| Her Eyes can give much brighter Days, 


Her Arms much ſofter 1 
SONG 6 9. 


5 | 85 p L I NDA fare s the brighteſt Thing, 


That decks the Earth, or breathes our Air; 


Mild are her Looks like opening Spring, 


And like the blooming Summer fair. 


But then her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 


That all her Charms appear to lie, 


Like glaring Colours on a Wall, 


And ſtrike no farther than the Eye. 


Our Eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 


Our Ears are abſent from the Feaſt, 


One Senſe is ſurfeited with Sweets, 


Starv'd or diſguſted are the reſt. 


So have I ſeen with Aſpe@ bright, 
And taudry Pride, a Tulip ſwell, 


Blooming and beauteous to the Sight, 


Dull and inſipid to the Smell. 


(47 ) 
SONG 50. 


E virgin Powers defend my Heart, 
From amorous Looks and Smiles; 


From ſaucy Love, or nicer Art, 
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Which moſt our Sex beguiles. 


. From Sighs and Vows, and awful Fears, 


That do to Pity move; 


From {peaking Silence, and from Tears, 


Thoſe Springs that water Love. 


Put if thro” Paſſion I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide; 


And when frail Nature ſeems inclin'd, 


There place a Guard of Pride. 


An Heart, whoſe Fla nes are ſeen, tuo pure, 
Needs every Virtue's Aid; | 

And ſhe who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
* ON is ard 5 


SONG 51. 


v Goddeſs, Lydia, heavenly fair, 

As Lilly ſweet, as ſoft as Air, 
Let looſe thy Treſſes, ſpread thy Charms, 
And to my Love give freſh Alarms. 


O! let me gaze on theſe bright Eyes, 

Tho' ſacred Lightning from them flies; 
Shew me that ſoft, that mod eſt Grace, 
Which paints with charming Red thy F ace. 


Give me Ambroſia in a Kiſs, 

That I may rival Foz: in Bliis ; 
That I may mix my Soul win thine, 
And make the Pl. ae all divine. 


O hide! thy 3oſoin's killing white, 
(The Milky W. T is not r Sht) 
Leſt you my '4 Soy pu- eIs | 
With te 8 ip 4nd (ae. Exceſs. 


(48) 
Why draw'ſ thou from the Purple Flood 
Of my kind Heart the vital Blood ? 
_'Fhou art all over endleſs Charms; 
O take me dying to thy Arms. 


8 ONG 72. By Aus, PrLIPs, Eft 


HY we love and why we hate, 
Is not granted us to know: 
Random Chance or wilful Fate, 
Guides the haft from Cupid's Bow. 


If on me Zeli da frown, 
"Tis Madneſs all in me to grieve z 
Since her Willis not her own, 
Why ſhould I uneaſy live? ? 


If I for Zelinda die, 
Deaf to poor Mirella $ Cries, 
Aſk not me the eaſon Why, 
Seek the Riddle in the Skies. 


SON G 53. 


—_ H AL L I, waſting i in Deſpair, 
= Die becauſe a Woman's fair ? 
Shall my Cheeks look pale with Care, | 
Cauſe another's roy are? 

Be ſhe fairer than the Day, 


Or the flow'ry Meads in May; | 
Vet if ſhe think not well of me, 


What care I how fair ſhe be. 


Shall a Woman's Goodneſs move 
Me to periſh for her Love; 
Or, her worthy Merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own? 
Be ſhe with that Goodneſs bleſt, 
As may merit Name the beſt ; 
Pet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care I how good ſhe be. 
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5 ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 


I will never more deſpair; j 


2 I 


If ſhe love me, this believe, | 
I will die ere ſhe ſhall grieve z 
If ſhe ſlight me when 1 woo, 
I will ſcorn, and let her go : 


So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be ? 


SONG 74. 


u. happy, bappy Grove, 
" Witneſs of our tender Love ; 

Oh! happy, happy Shade, | 
Where firſt our Vows were made: 
Bluſhing, ſighing, melting, dying, 

Looks would charm a bk : 


A thouſand pretty Things ſhe ſaid : 


And all — and all was Love : 

But Corinna perjur'd proves, 

And forſakes the ſhady . ; 
When I {peak of mutual Joys, 

She knows not what | mean 
Wanton Glances, fond Careſſes, 
Now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falſe deluding Fair 

Has left the flow'ry Green: 


Mourn, ye Nymphs, that ſporting play'd, 


Where poor Stephen was betray'd ; 
There the ſecret Wound ſhe gave, 
When I was s mace her Slave. 


SONG 75. 


7 HEN bright Aurelia tript the Plain, 


How chearful then were ſeen 


The Hooks of every jolly Swain, 
That ſtrove Auf elia's Heart to gain, 


With Gambols on the Green? 
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5 1 
Their oport; were innocent and gay, 
Mixt with a manly Air, 
They'd ſing and dance, and pipe and play, 
Each ſtrove to pleaſe ſome different . 
This dear inchanting Fair. 


Th ambitious Strife ſhe did admire, 

And equally approve, 

Tul Phaon's tuneful Voice and Lyre, 
With ſofteſt Muſic, did inſpire 
Her Soul to generous Love. 


Their wonted Sports the reſt declin'd, 
Their Arts prov'd all in vain ; 
Aurelia's conitant now they find, 
The more they languiſh and repin'd 
The more ſhe loves the Swain. 


$ONG 76. 


EL IND A with affected Mein, 
Tries al! the Power of Art; 
Yet finds her Efforts all in vain, 
1 gain a ſingl2 Heart: 
Whilſt Cloe, in a different Way, 
Is but herſelf to pleaſe, 55 
And makes new Conqucſts every Day, 
Without one borrow'd Grace. 


Belinda's haughty Air deſtroys 
What native Charms infpire: 
Waile Chloe's artleſs ſhining Eye: es 
Set all the World on Fire: 
| Belinda may our Pity move ; 
But (glos gives us Pain, 
And while he ſmiles us into Love, 
Her Silter frowns n vain, 


(51) 


SONG 77. 


HILE filently T lov'd, nor dar d 
To tell my Crime aloud, 


1 The Influenge of your 3m les [ har d, 


In common with the Croud : 


5 But when I once my Flame expreſt, 


In Hopes to eaſe my Pain, 


You ſingl'd me from all the reſt, 
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The Mark of your Diſdain. 


If thus, Corinna, you ſhould frown 
On all that do adore, 


Then all Mankind muſt be andone; 


Or you muſt mile no more. 


SONG 78. 


E all to conquering Beau'y bow, 
Its pleaſing Power admire ; 


But I n&er knewa Face till now, 


That cou'd like your's inſpire : 5 
Now I may ſay, I met with one, 
Amazes all Mankind ; _ 
And like Men gazing on the Son, 
With too much Light are blind. 


Soft as the tender moving Signs, 
When longing Lovers: meet. 

Like the divining Prophets, wiſe ; 

Like new-blown Roſes, ſweet; 

Modelt, yet gay; reſerv'd, yet free 1 
Each happy Night a Bride; 3 

A Mein like awful Majefty, * 
And yet no Spark of Pride. 

The Patriarch towin a Wife, 
Chaſte, beautiful, and young, 

derv'd fourteen Years a pair.ſul Life, 

And never thought it long: 
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(52) 
Ah! were you to reward ſuch Care, 
And Life ſo long would ſtay, 
Not fourteen, but four hundred Vears, 
Would ſcem but as one Day. 


2 


- 8 SONG 78. 


TE L LA and Flavia, ev'ry Hour, 
Do various Hearts furprize ! 


In Stella's Soul lies all her Pow'r, 


And Flavia's in her Eyes! 


Like Britain's Monarch Stella reigns 


O'er cultivated Lands! 
Like Eaftern Tyrants Flavia deigns, 
To rule o'er barren Sands. 


More boundleſs Fawia's Conqueſts are, 
And &tellu's more confin'd ; 

All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 
But tew a beauteous Mind ! 4 


Then boat, vain Flawia / boaſt thy F. ace, | 


Thy Beauty's ſlender Store! 
Thy Charms will every Day decreaſe, 
Each Day gives Stella more. 


3 0 N G 80. The Indifferent. 
ATU RE fo tender to Ch/ ble has ſhown, 
She ne'er can ſurrender a Heart ſhe has Won: 


Such is her Behaviour, fo wile is her Am, 
'That none boaſt her Favour, nor any complain, 


O could I move her! 


My Chains ealy grown, 
Shou'd ſerve her gay Lover, 
To ſhew Pm her own : 


Or were ſhe but cruel ! 


I Freedom might find ; 


But oh, to my Ruin! 


She's not crucl nor kind! 


SONG 
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8 O N G 81. The 2 mmer Wik. By the 


Author of the Fair Circaſſian, 


AF T me, ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
To Minadſor's ſhady, kind. Retreat; 


Where Slæan Scenes, wide-ſpreading Trees, | 


Repel the raging Dog- ſtar's Heat : 


Where tufted Grafs, and moſly Beds, 


Aﬀeord a rural, calm Repole ; 


Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 


And fragrant Sweets around diſcloſe. 


0 Oozy Thames, that flows faſt by, 


| p His glaffy Surface cheers the Fye, 


Along the ſmiling Valley plays, 


And thro' the flow'ry Meadow ſtrays: 


2 ; His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 


His Vales with golden Plenty ſwell ; 


Where Cer his purer Streams are den, 


The Gods of Health and Pleafure qwell. 


Let me thy clear, thy yielding Wave, 


With naked Arms once more divide 3 3 | 


In thee my glowing Boſom lave, 


And cut the gently rolling Tide. 


: i Lay. me with damaſk Roſes crown'd, 


Beneath ſome Oſier's duſky Shade ; * 


1 5 Where Water-Lillies deck the Ground, 


And bubbling Springs refreſh the Glade, 


3 Let dear Lucinda too be there, 


ON 
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With azure Mantle lightly dreſt: 


Ve Nymphs, bind up her flowing Hair, | 


Ye Zephyrs fan her panting Breaſt, 


O Ohaſte away, fair Maid, and bring 


The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love; 
To thee alone, the Muſe ſhall fing, 
And warble . the vocal Grove. 


Dy $ONG 


( 5+ ) 


SONG 82. The Morning Salutation. 
. By Mr. CONGREVE, 


EE ſhe wakes ! Sabina wakes ! 

And now the Sun begins to riſe ; 

Leſs glcrious is the N orn that breaks 
From his bright Beams, than her fair Eyes. 


With Light united Day they give, 
Hut different Fates ere Night fulfil: 
How many by his Warmth will live? 

How many will her Coldneſs kill? 


SONG 83. Three Nymphs, Kc. 


EE, ſee, my Seraphina comes, 
Adorn' d with every Grace? 

_ Look, Gode, from your Celeſtial Domes, 
And view her charming Face. 


Then ſearch, and ſee, if you can find, 

In all your ſacred Groves, 

A Nymph, or Goddeſs, ſo divine, 
As — whom 9 9 885 loves. 


SONG 84. 


HE Shepherd Adonis 
| Being weary'd with Sport, 

He for a Retirement 
To the Woods did reſort: 

He threw by his Crook, 
And he laid himſelf down 3 
 Heenvy'd no Monarch, 
Nor w. ſh'd for a Crown, 


He drank of the Brook, 
And he cat of the Tree, 
Himſelf he enjoy'd, 
And from Trouble wa free 3 


55 


e wiſh'd for no Nymph, 
Mere ſhe never ſo fair, 

Had no Love or Ambition, 
And therefore no Care. 


but as he lay thus 
In an Ev'ning fo clear, 
A heavenly ſweet Voice 
Y Sounded ſoft in his Ear; 
Which came from a ſhady 
y: Green neighbouring Grove, 
Where lovely Amynta 
Sat ſinging of Love. 


He wander'd that Way, 

4 And found who was there, 
He look'd quite confounded 
oo ſee her ſo fair: 

. He ſtood like a Statue, | 

j Not a Foot could he move ; 

1 g Nor knew he what griev'd him, 

ut he fear'd it was Lore 


"=p | The Nymph ſhe beheld him 

, With a kind modeſt Grace, 

1 1 ſomething that Fe her 
Appear in his Face 

With bluſhing a little, 
She to him did ſay, 

Oh Shepherd ! what want ye, 
tio came you this Way? 


His Spirits reviving, 
He to her thus ſaid, 
I was ne' er ſo ſurpriz d 
At the Sight of a Maid; 
Until I beheld thee 
From Love I was free; 
But now I'm taken Captive, 
My Faireſt, by thee- 
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SO N G 85. By Mr. Bak ER. 


TyYOMAN, thoughtleſs giddy Creature? 
Laughing, idle, flutt'ring Thing 
Moſt fantaſtick Work of Nature! : 
_ Sull, like Fancy, on the Wing. 
Slave to ev'ry Changing Paſſion, 
Loving, hating, in extream; 
Fond of ev'ry fooliſh Faſhion, 
Ard, at beſt, a pleaſing Dream. 
] gvely Triſte! Gear Illuſion Ft 
Conqu'ring Weakneſs ! wiſh'd for Pain ! 
Man's chief Glory, and Confuſion, 
Of all Vanities moſt vain, 
Thus, deriding Beauty's Power, 1 
Bewvil call'd it all a Cheat; 
But in leſs than half an Hour, 
Knsel'd and whin'd at Cella's Feet. 


SONG 86, 
NE Erening as I lay 


Muſing in a Grove, 
A Nymph exceeding gay 
Came there to ſeek her Love; 


= EN But finding not her Swain, 


She ſat her down to grieve, 
And thus ſhe did complain, 
How Men her Sex deceive, 


Believing Maids, take Care 
Of falſe dekading Men, 

V hoſe Pride is to enſnare 
Each Female that they cans 

My perjur'd Swain he {wore 

A thouſand Oaths to prove 

(As many have done before) 

How true he'd be to Love. 


* 


i 
1 


555 

— 

ZI 

4 

» * 
x 
4 
1 
Fog 
* eo 
9 
* 9 
* 


Then Virgins for my Sake, 
Ne'er truſt falſe Man again, 


5 The Pleaſure we partake 


Ne'er anſwers half the Pain: 


Uncertain as the Seas 


Is their unconſtant Mind, 
At once they burn and freeze, 
Still changing like the Wind. 


; When ſhe had told her Tale, 


Compaſſion ſeiz'd my Heart, 


And Cupid did prevail 


With me to take her Part ; 


Then bowing to the Fair, 


made my kind Addreſs, 


| And vow'd to bear a Share 


In her Unhappineſs. 


1 ” Surpriz'd at firſt ſhe roſe, 


And ftrove from me to fly: 


c I told her 1'd diſcloſe 


For Grief a Remedy. 


% Then with a ſmiling Look, 
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Said ſhe, t Pafluage the Storm, 


I doubt you've undertook 
A Taſk you can't perform. 


Since Proof convinces beſt, 
Fair Maid believe it true, 

That Rage is but a ſeſt, 
To what bevenge can do: 

Then ſerve kim in his Kind, 
And fitthe Fool again; ; 


Such Charms were ne'er deſign d. 


For ſuch a faithleſs Swain. 


1 J courted her with Care, 


Till her ſoft Soul gave Way, 
And from her Breaſt ſo fair 
Stole the ſweet Heart away: 


1 Then ſhe with Smiles confeſs'd, 


Her Mind felt no more Pain, 
While ſhe was thus cäreſs'd 

Dy ach a lovely Swain. 
Vs 
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638) 
SONG 87. Lucky Minute. 


S Chloris full of harmleſs Thought, 
Beneath a Myrtle lay, 
Kind Love a youthful Shepherd brought, 
To paſs the Time away. 


She bluſh'd to be encounter'd ſo, 
And chid the am'rous Swain? 

But as ſhe ſtrove to riſe and go, 
He pull'd her down again. 


A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz'd her Heart, 
In Spite of her Diſdain; "oo 

S he found a Pulſe in ev'ry Part, 
And Love in ev'ry Vein. 


Ah! Gods! ſaid ſhe, what Charms are theſe, 

That conquer and ſurprize ? | 
Ch! let me——for unleſs you pleaſe, 

I have no Power to rite. 


She fainting ſpoke, and trembling lay, 
Fer fear he ſhould comply; 


Her Looks and Eyes her Heart betray, | 
And gave her Tongue the Lye. 


Thus ſhe who Princes had deny'd, 
With all their Pomp and Train, 


Was in a lucky Minute try'd, 
And yielded to a Swain. 


SONG 88. 


ELO E blaſh'd, and frown'd, ard ſwore, 


And puſh'd me rudely from her; 
I call'd her faithleſs jilting Whore, | 
To talk to me of Honour. 


Pur when J roſe and would be gone, 
She cry'd, Nay, whither go ye | 
Young Damon, ſtay; now we're alone, 
Do what you will with Chloe, 
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(593) 
SONG 89. Falſe Philander. 


Arewel, thou falſe Philander, 

4 Since now from me you rove ; 
And leave me here to wander, 

| RY No more to think of Love; 

I muſt for ever languiſh, 

9 I muſt for ever mourn ; 

From Love I now am baniſhed, 
And ſhall no more return. 


Farewel, deceitful Traytor, 

= F arewel, thou perjur'd Swain, 
Let never injur'd Creature 
FhBeelieve your Vows again: 

The Paſſion you pretended, 
Was only to obtain; 

For now the Charm is ended, 

The Charmer you diſdain, 
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1 8 0 NG 90. GMI ANI s Minuet. By c 
I > BRADLEY. ” 


1 E N T LY touch the warbling Ly re, 
"F Chloe ſeems inelin'd to Reſt ; 
> Fill her Soul with fond Defire, 
Siofteſt Notes will ſooth her Breaſt, 
= Pleafing Dreams aſſiſt in Love, 
7 Morpheus, O] propitious prove. 


on the moſſy Bank fhe lies 
(Nature's verdant Velvet Bed) 

Beauteous Flowers invite her .* 
Forming Pillows for her Head. 

Zephyrs waft their Odours round, 

And Love indulgent guards the Ground, 


SONG 


( bo ) 


SONG gi. [It Ridicule of the preceding, 


ENT LY fir, and blow the Fire, 
Lay the Mutton down to roaſt; 
Dreſs it quickly I defire ; 
In the Dripping put a Toaſt, 
That I H Unger may remove: 
Mutton is the Meat I love, 


On the Dreſſer ſee it lies; 
Oh the charming White and Red ; 
Finer Meat ne'er met my Eyes; 
On the {ſweeteſt Graſs it fed; 
Jet the Jack go ſwifily 8 
Jet me have it nicely brown'd. 
On the Fable ſpread the Cloth, 
Let the Knives be ſharp and clean; 
Pickles get, and Sallad both, * _ 
Let them each be freſh and green t ” 
With {mall Beer, good Ale, and Wine, 
On, ve Gods! how I ſhall dine. 


SONS 0.7 ve Play of Lows, 


HE Ple 7 of Love is now begun, 
and thus the Actions do go on, 
$:rephon enamour'd courts the Fair, 
She hears him with a careleſs Air, 
And {miles ro find him in Love's Snare. 


Ide Act Tune play'd, they meet again, 
He ere Pity moves her for his Pain, 
Which ſhe evades with ſome Pretence, | 
And thinks ſhe may with Love diſpenſe, 
Hut pants to hear a Man of Senſe, 


he third Approach her Lover makes, 
She colours up whene'er he ſpeaks ; 
but with feign'd Shghts ſhe plots him by, 
609 faintly cries, ſue can't comply, 
„ho the gives her Heart the Lye. 
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( 61 ) 


Now the Plot riſes, he ſeems ſhy, ' 

As if ſome other Fair he'd try ; 
At which ſhe ſwells with Spleen and Fear, 
Leſt one more wiſe his Love ſhould ſhare, 
Which yet no Woman e'er can bear, 


The laſt Act is wrought ſo high, 


That thus it crowns the Lover's Joy : 
She doth no more his Paſſion ſhun, 
He ſtrait into her Arms did run, 

The Curtain falls—the Play i is done. 


SONG 93. The Iriſh Howl, 


Emember, Damon, you did tell, 
In Chaſtity you lov'd me well; 
But now, alas! I am undone, 


And here am left to make my Moan : 
To doleful Shades I will remove, 


Since I'm deſpis'd by him J love, 
Where poor forſaken Nymphs are ſeen, 
In lonely Walks of Willow green. 


Upon my Dear's deluding Tongue, 
Such ſoft perſuaſive Language hung, 
That when his Words had Silence broke, 
You wou'd have thought an Angel ſpoke, 
Too happy Nymph, whoe'er ſhe be, 
That now enjoys my charming he ; 
For Oh! I fear it to my Coſt, 
She's found the Heart that I have loſt, 


Beneath the faireſt Flower on Earth, 
8 Snake may hide or take its Birth; 
So his falſe Breaſt conceal it did 
His Heart, the Snake that there lay hid. 
'T'is falſe to ſay, we happy are, 
Since Men delight thus to enſnare : 
In Man no Woman can be bleſt, 


Their Vows are Wind, their Love 2 m 


(62) 
Ye Gods, in Pity to my Grief, 
Send me my Damon, or Relief; 

Return the wild delicious Boy, | 
Whom once I thought my Spring of Joy - 
But whilſt I'm begging of this Bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer thus, 

N hen Damon has enjoy d, he flies ; 


Who ſees him, loves; ho loves him, dies. 


There's not a Bird that haunts the Grove ; þ 

But is a Witneſs of my Love: 

N ow all the Bleaters on the Plain 

Seem Sympathiſers in my Pain; 

Echoes repeat my plaintive Moans ; 

The Waters imitate my Groans ; wy 
The Trees their bending Boughs recline, 
And W their Heads as 1 do mine. 


3 Ob N G 94. 10 Sir Gro. Erurgrcr- oy 
Man of Mode. 


S Anoret and Phillis ſat 
850 One Evening on the Plain, 
And ſaw the charming Strephon Wait, 
To tell the Nymph his Pain; 
The threatning Danger to remove, 
He whiſper'd in her Ear, _ 
Ah! Phillis! if you would not love. „ 
The Shepherd do not hear. : i 
None ever had ſo ſtrange an Art, 
His Paſſion to convey, 
Into a liſt'nipg Virgin's Heart, 
And ſteal her Soul away. | 5 
Fly, fly, betimes, for fear you give | _ 
Occaſion for your Fate, | 
In yain, ſaid ſhe, in vain I ſtrive, 
Alas ! tis ne.. too late. 


SONG 


663) 


V ou may ceaſe to complain, 


For your Suit is in vain, 
All Attempts you can make 
But augments her Diſdain: 
She bids you give o'er 
While 'tis in your Power, 
For except her Elteem 
She can grant you no more : 


Her Heart has been long ſince 
Aſſaulted and won, 

Her Truth is as laſting 
And firm as the Sun; 

You'll find it more eaſy 
Your Paſſion to cure, 

Than for ever thoſe fruitleſs 
Endeavours endure, 

You may give this Advice 
To the Wretched and Wiſe, : 


But a Lover like me 


Will thoſe Precepts ws; z 
I ſcorn to give o'er, 

Were it ſtill in my Power; 
Tho' Eſteem were deny'd me, 


Yet her I'll adore. 


A Heart that's been touch'd, 
Will ſome Sympathy bear, 
"Twill leflen my Sorrows, 
If ſhe takes a Share; 
I'll count it more Honour 5 
In dying her Slave, 
Than did her Affections 
My Steddineſs crave. 


You may tell her I'Il be 
Her true Lover, tho' ſhe 

Should Mankind deſpiſe 
Out of Hatred to me; 


SON G 95. 


'Tis 


— 


= Pe - - — 
ys" * oF _ 
Pk — AX. "©. — 
S cc gr — « —_ * 
I — EE he tn EO ee ES DR A A 

— - 


— 
— — —— i 
2 
* F Dy 
ON Jl we SE 
3 - <paiy 4 r * 
— . = 2 
2 5 5 - Bo 0 — 4 
. - —— IX 23 -4 
WAN. . lu ENTICE AS 
— * __ * 


664 
Tis mean to give o'er 
Cauſe we get no Reward, 
She loſt not her Worth _ 
When I loſt her Regard: 


My Love on an Altar 


More noble ſhall burn, 
J fill will love on | 
Without Hopes of Return! 
PI tell her ſome other 
Has kindled the Flame, 


| And [11 figh for herſelf 


In counterfeit Name. 


SO N G 96. Colin's Complaint. 
RowE, £/q; 


\ Eſpairing beſide a clear Stream, 
A Shepherd forſaken was laid, 
And while a falſe Nymph was his Theme 
A Willow ſupported his Head. 


The Wind that blew over the Plain, 


To his Stghs with a Sigh did reply; 


: And the Brook in Return to his Pain, 


Ran mournfully murmuring by. 


Alas filly Swain that I was, 

(Thus ſadly complaining he cry d) 
When firſt I beheld that fair Face, 

* TI were better by far I had dy'd! 
She talk'd, and I bleſt her ſweet Tongue, 


By Nic, 


When ſhe ſmil'd, it was Pleaſure too great: 


I liſten'd and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever ſo ſweet ? 


How fooliſh was I to believe, 


She could doat on ſo lowly a Clown, 


Or that her fond Heart would not orieve, 


To forſake the fine Folk of the 1 own ? 


To think that a Beanty fo gay, 


So kind and fo conſtant will prove, 
Or go clad like our Maidens in Grey, 
Cr live ina Cottage on Love, 


IJ 


What 


What tho' I have Skill to e 
Tho the Muſes my Temples have crown'd, 


15 What tho' when they hear my ſoft Strains, 
I he Virgins ſit weeping around! 
Ah, Colin! thy Hopes are in vain, 
1 Thy Pipe and thy Laurel reſign, 
1 Thy fair one inclines to a Swain, 
Whoſe Muſick is ſweeter than thine. 
+ All you my Companions ſo dear, 
1 Who Sorrow to ſee me betray „ | 
I Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 5 5 
> _Forbear to accuſe the falſe Maid: — 
B Tho thro? the wide World I ſhould range, 
=  *Tisin vain from my Fortune to fly ; 
> ?Twas her's to be falſe and to change, 
— ?*Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 
If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, | 
1 In her Breaſt any Pity is found, 
et her come with the Nymphs of the Plain, 
And ſee me laid low inthe Ground: 
7 The laſt humble Boon that I crave, _ 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew ; 


And when ſhe looks down on my Grave, 
Let her own that her Shepherd was true, 


Then to her new Love let her go, 
And deck her in Golden Array; 

he fineſtat every fine Show, _ 
And frolick it all the long Day; 
While Clin, forgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be ta/k'd of or ſeen, 
|. Unleſs when beneath the pale Moon 
lis Ghoſt fhallglide over the Green, 


= 
5 8 0 N G 97. By Dr. Pax EIL. 


Y Diys have been ſo wond'rous free, 
The little Birds that fly, 

With careleſs Eaſe, 8 7 2 Tree to Tree, 

Were not ſo bleſt as I 
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( 66 ) 
Af gliding Waters, if a Tear 
Of mine increas'd their Stream? 


Or aſk the flying Gales, if e'er 
J lent a Sigh to them? 


Put now my former Days retire, 
And I'm by Beauty caught : 

The tender Chains of {weet Deſire 
Are fix d upon my Thought. 


An eager Hope within my Preaſt 

Does every Doubt controul ;. 

And lovely Nancy ſtands conſeſt 
The Favourite of my Soul. 


Ye Nightingaies, ye twiting Pines, 
Ve Swains that Baunt the Grove, 
Ye gentle Fchces, breezy Winds, 
Ve cloſe Ketreats of Love; 
With all of Nature, all of Art, 
Aſſiſt the dear Deſign, 


O teach a young unpraftis'd E cart, 
To make her ever mine. | 


The very Thought of Change I bates | 


As much as of Deſpair, 
Ard hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her. | 


*T 1s true, the Fafſion in my Mind 
1s mix'd with ſoft Diſtreſs; 

Yet while the Fair I love is kind, 
10 cannot wiſh it leſs, 


SONG 98. 


8 Celia in her Garden ftray* d, 


Secure, nor dream'd of Harm, | 


A tee approach'd the lovely Maid, 
And reſted on her Arm, 


5 The curious Inſect thither flew, 
To taſte the tempting Bloom; 
But with a thouſand Sweets in View, 
It found a ſudden Doom, 
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(67) 
Her nimble Hand of Life bereav'd 
The darling little Thing; 


But firſt the ſnowy Arm receiv'd, 
And felt the painful Sting. 


Once only could that Sting ſurprize, 
Once be injurious found : 


Not ſo the Darts of Celia's Eyes, 


They never ceaſe to wound, 


Oh! would the ſhort-liv'd burning Smart 
The Nymph to Pity move, 

And teach her to regard the Heart 
She fires N endleſs Love! 


SONG 99. 


Ould Fate to me B linda „ 
With her alone I d chuſe to live; ez 


Variety I'd ne'er require, 


Nor a greater, nor a greater 


Nor a greater Bliſs deſire, 


My charming Nymph, if you can end, 
Amongſt the Race of human Kind, 

A Man that loves you more than . 
I'll reſign you, I'll reſign you, 


I'll reſign you, though I die. 


Let my Belinda fill my Arms, 

With all her Beauties, all ker Charms, 

With Scorn and Pity I'd look down 

On the Glories. on the Glories, | 
On the Glorics of a Crown, . „ 


8 0 N G 100. William and Suſan, 5 
M., GA, 


LL in the Downs the Fleet was moor d, 
The Streamers waving in the Wind, 
Wen black-ey'd Suſan came on board ; 
Oh! where ſhall I my true Love find 1 
Tell me, ye jovial Sailors, tell me true, 
f be ſweet 1 illion fails org the Crew Eons 
Wilkam,, 


„ 
illi, who high upon the Yard, 
Rock'd with the Billows to and fro: 125 
Soon as her well-known Voice he heard, 

He ſigh'd and caſt his Eyes beloW 
The Cord Rides ſwiftly thro' his glowing Hands, 
And quick as Lightning on the Deck he ſands. 


80 the ſweet Lark, high pois'd i in Air, 
Shuts cloſe his Pinions to his Breaſt 
(If chance his Mate's ſhrill Voice he hear) 
And drop: at once into her Neſt : 
The noblett Ca aptain in the Britiſb F leet; 


Might envy William's Lips thoſe Kifles ſweet. 


O Suſan, Suſan; lovely Dear! 

My Vows ſhall ever true remain, 

Let me kits off that falling Tear, 
We only part to meet again: 


Change as ye liſt, ye Winds, my Heart Mal be 
T he faithful Compaſs that ſtill points at (ee. 2 


Believe not what the Landmen ſay, | 
Who tempt with Doubts thy conſtant Mind 1 
They'll tell, the Sailors, when away, | 

In every Port a Miſtreſs find: 


As yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 


F or thou art preſent whereſoe er I 80. 


If to fair India's Coaſt we ſail, | 
Thy Eyes are ſeen in Diamonds bright! 
Thy Hoh. is Africk”s ſpicy Gale, 
I hy Skin is Ivory ſo white: 
Thus every beauteous Object that I view, 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charms of lovely Sue. 


Tho? Battles call me from thy Arms, 
Let nat my pretty Sſan mourn, 
Tho' Cannons roar, yet ſafe from Harms 
William ſhall to his Dear return; 


Love turns afide the Balls that round me fly, 8 
Left precious Tears ſhould PH from Suſan's Eye. 


a +109) 

1 The Boatſwain gave the dreadful Word, 
= The Sails their ſwelling Boſom ſpread, 

L No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board; 

: They kiſs'd ; ſhe ſigh'd; he hung his Head: 
Uer leſſening Boat, unwilling, rows to Land, 

5 adieu ſhe cries; and wav d her Lally Hand. 


- \HLOF, be wiſe, no more e me, 
= Slight not my Love at ſuch a Rate; 
Should I your Scorn return, *twill vex you, 
* Love much abus'd will turn to Hate. 
Ho can ſo lovely fair a Creature 
3 Put on the Looks of cold Diſdain ; 
Women were firſt deſign'd by Nature, 

To give a Pleaſure and not a Pain. 


Kindneſs creates a Flame that slaſting, 
When other Charms are fled away; 
5} Think onthe Time we now are walting : 
i Throw off thoſe F rowns, and Love obey. 
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; SON G 102. By the Earl of CH—T—RF—D. 
HEN Fanny blooming Fair 
Firſt caught my raviſh'd * 
Pleas'd with her Shape and Air, 
I felt a ſtrange Delight: 
W hilſt eagerly 1 gaz'd, 
Admiring ev'ry Part, 
| And ev'ry Feature prais'd, 
bdhue ſtole into my Heart. 
3 In her bewitching Eyes $9 
| Ten thouſand Loves appear; 
There Cupid baſking lies, 
f His Shafts are hoarded there. 
5 Her blooming Cheeks are dy'd 
With Colour all their own, 
Excelling far the Pride 
; Ci Roſes newly blown. 
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1 
Her well-turn'd Limbs confeſs 
i The lucky Hand of Fowe ; 
Her Features al) expreſs 
The beauteous Queen of Love ; 
What tlames my Nerves invade, 
When | behold the reaſt 
Of that too charming Maid 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſt ? 


Venus round Fanny s Waiſt, 

Has her own Ceftus bound, 
There Guardian Cpids grace, 
And dance the Circle round. 
How happy muſt he be, 

Who ſhall her Zone unloſe? 
That Bliſs to all, but me, 

May Heaven and ſhe refaſe! 


SONG 103. By Mr. Gay, 3 in the What 


d' ye call oy 


>; WA 8 when the Seas were roaring, 
| With hollow Blaſts of Wind, 

A Damſel lay deploring, 

All on a Rock reclin'd : 

Wide o'er the roaring Billows, 

She caſt a wiſhful Look; 

Her Head was crown'd with Willows 

| Thattrembled o'er the Brook. 


Twelve Months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious Days ; 

Why didſt thou, vent'rous Lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the Seas? 

: Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 

And let my Lover reſt! 

Ah! what's thy troubled Motion, 
To that within my Breaſt ? 


| The Merchant, robb'd of Treaſure, 

Views Tempelts i in Deſpair ; | 
But what's the Loſs of Treaſure, 
Io loſing of my Dear! 


| Shou'd 
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„„ 
Shou'd you ſome Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Gold and Diamonds grow, 


Vou'd find a richer Maiden, 


But none that loves you fo. 


How can they ſay that Nature 
Has nothing made in vain; 


Why then beneatirthe Water 


Do hideous Rocks remain? 


No Eyes thoſe Rocks diſcover, 


_ That lurk beneath the Veep, 
To wreck the wand'rmg Lover, 
And leave the Maid to weep. 
All melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her Dear, 


Repay d each { laſt with fighing, | 


Fach Billow with a Tear: - 


| W nen o'er the white Waves I 


His floating Corps ſhe ſpy'd; 
Then like a Lilly drooping, 
She bow” d her r Head and 45 * 


8 0 N G 104. In the Temple Beau. 


TA IN, Belinda, are your Wiles, 
Vain are all your artful Smiles, 


While like a Pully you invite, 
And then decline ctk'approaching Fight: 


And then decline th' approaching Fight. 
Various are the little Arts, 


Which you uſe to conquer Hearts: | 


By empty Threats he would affright, 
And you by empty Foes invite. 
And you by, SW. 


Cowards may by him be brav d, 


Fops may be by you enſlay'd ; 


Then would he vaaquiſh, or you bind, 


| He muſt be brave, and you be kind, 


He muſt be, Sc. 
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880 NG 105. By Mr. Boporir. 


7 HY will Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd Eyes reprove.? 

And hide em from the only Face, 

They can behold with Love? 


To ſhun her Scorn, and eaſe my Care, 
I ſeek a Nymph more kind; 
And while I rovefrom Fair to Fair, 
Still gentle Uſage find, 


But Oh! how faint is every Joy, 
Where Nature das no Part; 
New Beauties may my Eyes rler, 
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j But you engage my Heart. 

j So reſtleſs Exiles, doom'd to roam, 8 

N | Meet Pity ev'ry where, 

Pet languiſh for their native Home, 

k 3 T Rough Death attends them there. 3 
id SONG 106. — mM 
1 I 1 8 Kitty beautiful and young, 1 
| And wild as Colt untam'd, = 


Beſpoke the Fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
With little Rage inflam'd. 


Inflam 'd with Rage at ſad Reins, 
Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd; 

And ſorely vex'd to play the © aint, 

MWhilſt Wit and Beauty reign'd, 


Shall I thumb holy Books, confin'd, 
With Abigails forſaken ? | 
| Kitty's for other Things deſign'd, 
Or I am much miſtaken. 


_ Muſt Lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her Couſins? _ 
At Balls muſt ſhe make all tne Rout, 
And bring home Hearts by Dozens? 
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6730 
What has ſhe better, pray, than 1! 
What hidden Charms to boaſt ? 


That all Mankind ſhould for her die, 


_ Whilſt I am ſcarcea Toaſt. 
Deareſt Mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my Fortune try ; 
I'll have my Ea J as well as ſhe, 

Or know the Reaſon why. 


I'll ſoon with Jenny's Pride quit Score, 
Make all her Lovers fall : | 
They'll grieve I was not loos'd before ; ; 

She, 1 was loos'd at all. 
Fondneſs prevail'd, Mamma gave Way, 
Kitty, at Heart's Deſire, 
Obtain'd the Chariot for a Ms 

And ſet the World on Fire ! 


2 (0) N 5 107. Margaret' s 22 5 


Mr. MALLET. 


WAS at the filent Midnight Hour, 
When all were faſt aſleep, 
is glided Margaret's grimly Ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's Feet. 


Her Face was like an April Morn, 
Clad in a Wint'ry Cloud; 
And Clay- cold was her Lilly- hand, 

That held her ſable Shroud. 


So ſhall the faireſt Face appear, 
When Youth and Years are flown ; 
Such is the Robe that Kings muſt wear, 
When Death has reft their Crown. 


Her Bloom was like the ſpringing F lower, 
That ſips the Silver Dew; < 


The Roſe was budded in her Cheek, 
Juſt op'ning to the View, 

But Love had, like the Canker- 9 2 
Conſum'd her early Prime; 


The Roſe grew pale, and left her Check, 
She dy'd before her Time! | 
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(74). 
Awake, he cry'd, thy true Love calls, 
Come from her Midnight Grave: 
Oh ! let thy Pity hear the Maid, 
Thy Love refus'd to ſave. 


This is the dumb and dreary Hour, 
When injur'd Ghoſts complain; 


Now yawning Graves give up their Dead 
I 0 haunt the faithleſs Swain. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy Fault, 
Thy Pledge and broken Oath : 

Ang give me back my Maiden Vow, 
And give me back my Troth. 


Why did you promiſe Love to me, 
And not that Promiſe kee??? 
Why did you ſwear my Eyes were bright: | 
Yet leave thoſe Eyes to weep? 
How could you ſay my Face was fair, 
And yet that Face forſake? 
How could you win my Virgin Heart, 
Vet leave that Heart to break? 
: Why did you ſay my Lips were ſweet, 
And made the Scarlet pale? 
And why did I, young witleſs Maid, 
Believe the Aatt' ring Tale? 
That Face, alas! no more is fair, 
Thoſe Lips no longer red; 


Dark are my Eyes, now clos'd in Death, 
And every Charm 1s fled. 


The hungry Worm my Siſter is; 
This Winding-Sheet I wear; 

And cold and dreary laſts our Night 
Till that laſt Morn appear. 


; But hark ! the Cock has warn'd me hence | ' 
A long and laſt Adieu 


Come ſee, falſe Man, how low ſhe lies, 
That dy'd for Love of you. 


| The Lark ſung loud, the Morning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her glitt' ring Head: 


Pale 
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He hy'd him to the fatal Place, 


When a youthful Swain, with admiring Eyes, 
Wich d he durſt the fair Maid * 
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6 
Pale William quak'd in every Limb, 
And raving left his Bed, | 


* 


Where Marg'ret's Body lay, 


And ſtretch'd him on the green Graſs Turf, 


That wrap'd her breathleſs Clay. 


And thrice he call'd on Marg'ret's Name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore; 


Then laid his Cheek to the cold Grave, 


"Ald Word ſpake never more. 


SONG 108. By Mr. TrroBALD. 


N a Bank of Flowers i in a Summer” s Day, 
Inviting and undreſt, 


In her Bloom of Vears bright Celia lay, 


With Love and Sleep oppreſt : 


9 
a 


With a fa, la, la, &c. 


But fear'd approaching Spies. 


As he gaz'd, a gentle Breeze aroſe, 
That fann'd her Robes aſide, 


And the ſleeping Nymph did the Charms diſcloſe, 


Which waking ſhe would hide: 


Then his Breath grew ſhort, and his Heart beat high, 
He long'd to touch what he chanc'd to iP), 


With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But durſt not ſtill draw nigh. 


All amaz'd he ſtood, with her W fir d, 


And bleſs'd the courteous Wind; 


| Then! in Whiſpers ſigh'd, and the Gods defir'd, 


That Ce/ia might be kind : 
When with Hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain, 


But ſhe laugh'd aloud in a Dream, and again, 


With a fa, la, la, &c. 


Repell'd the tim'rous Swain. 
Vet when once Deſire has inflam'd the gout; 


All modeſt Doubts withdraw; 


And the God of Love does each Fear contoul, . 


That would the Lover * | 
| 4 2 
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275 
Shall a Prize like this, ſays the vent” rous Boy ; 
Scape and I not the Means employ ? 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
Jo ſeize the proffer'd Joy ? 


Here the growing Youth to relieve his Pain, 
The ſlumb' ring Maid careſs'd ; 

And with trembling Hands (O the ſimple Swain) 
Her ſnowy Boſom preſs'd; 

When the Virgin wak'd, and affrighted flew, 
Vet look'd as wiſhing he would purſue, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 

But Damon miſs'd his Cue. 


Now repenting that he had Jet her fly, 

Hunmſelf he thus accus d; 
What a dull and ſtupid Thing was J. 

That ſuch a Chance abus'dꝰ 
To thy Shame twill ſoon on the Plain be ſaid, 

| Damon a Virginaſleep betray” d, Eo 

With a fa, la, la, &C. | | | 5 

And let her 8 a Maid. 


SONG 109. 


y "Tins, O ye Muſes! was happily ſpent, 
When Phebe went with me, wherever I went; 
Ten thouſand ſoft Pleaſures I felt in my Breaſt; 
Sure never fond Shepherd like Colin was bleſt. 

But now ſhe is gone, and has left me behind, 

What a marvellous Change on a ſudden I find ? 
When Things wereas fine as could poſlibly be ; 

J thought *twas the Spring, but, alas! it was ſhe. 


With ſuch a Companion to tend a few Sheep, 

_ Toriſe up and play, or to lie down and ſleep ; 

I was ſo good-humour'd, ſo chearful and gay, 
My Heart was as light as a Feather all Day. 

But now 1 ſo croſs and ſo peeviſh am grown, 

So ſtrangely uneaſy as never was known; 

My fair One 1s gone, and my Joys are all drown'd, 
And my Heart—1 am ſure, weighs more than a Pound. 


* 


. 


The 
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K 
4 The Fountain that wont to run ſweetly along, U 
And dance to ſoft Murmurs the Pebbles among, if 
> Thou know'ſt, little Cupid, if Phehe was there, 9 
l 'was Pleaſure to look at, twas Muſick to hear: 


hut now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its Side, 
| And till as it murmurs, de nothing but chide; 
Muſt you be ſo chearful, while I go in Pain ? 
Peace there with your bubbling, and hear me complain. 
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When my Lambkins around me would oftentimes play, 5 
1 And when Phebè and [ were as joyful as they, . 
How pleaſant their Sporting, how happy the Time ? 
When Spring, Love, and Beauty, were all in their Prime! ? 
But now in their Frolicks, when by me they paſs, 
1 fling at their Fleeces an handful of Graſs : 
Pe ſtill then, I cry, for it makes me quite mad, 
To ſee you ſo merry, while I am ſo ſad. 


My Dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee, 
Come wagging his Tail to my fair One and me; 
And Phebe was pleas'd too, and to my Dog ſai d, 
Come hither, poor Fellow, and patted his Head : 
But now when he's f.wuing, I with a ſour Look, 
Cry Sirrah; and give him a Blow with my Crook: 
And I'll give him another; for why ſhould not Troy 
Fe as dull as his Maſter, when Phebe's away? 


When walking with Phebe, what Sights have I ſcen * 
How fair was the Flower, how freſh was the Green! 
What a lovely Appearance the Trees and the Shade, 

The Corn- Fields and Hedges, and ev'ry Ring made 
But ſince ſhe has left me, though all are ſtill there, 
Ihey none of them now ſo delightful appear; 

T was nought but the Magick, I find, of her , 
Made ſo many beautiful Proſpe&s ariſe. 


sy eet Muſick went with us both all the Wood FRE Y 
13 The Lark, Linnet, Throſtle, and Nightingale too; 
'} Winds over us whiſper'd, Flocks by us did bleet, 
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And chirp went the Graſhopper under our Feet ; 10 
But now ſhe is abſent, tho! till they ſing on, * 

* __ The Woods are but lonely, the Melody's gone; Wk 
3 Her Voice in the Concert, as now I have found, hs 
Save every Thing elle its agreeable Sound, [i 
SOS E 3 8 Rol: is 


(79) 

Roſe, what is become of thy delicate Hue? 
And where 1s the Violet's beautiful Blue ? 

Does ought of its Sweetneſs the Bloſſoms beguile ? 
That Meadow, thoſe Daiſies, why do they not {mile ? 
Ah! Rivals! I ſee what it was that you dreſt, 
And made yourſelves fine for ; a Place in her Breaſt : 
You put on your Colours to pleaſure her Eye, 
To be pluck d by her Hand, on her Boſom to die. 


How ſlowly Time creeps, till my Ppebe return, 

While amidſt the ſoft Zephyr's cool Breezes I burn; 

Methinks, if J knew ee d he would tread, 

1 could breathe on his Wings, and 'twould melt down the 
Fn WO 

Fly ſwiſter, ye Minutes, bring hither my Dear, 

Ard reſt ſo much longer for't, when ſhe is here. 

Ah! Colin] old Time is fo full of Delay, 

Nor will budge one Foot faſter, for all thou canſt ſay, 


Will no pitying Power that hears me complain, 

Or cure my Diſquiet, or ſoften my Pain? 
To be cur'd, thou muſt, Colin, thy Paſſion remove: 

Dut what Swain i is ſo ſilly to live without Love? 

Ivo, Deity, bid the dear Nymph to return, 

For ne' er was poor Shepherd ſo ſadly forlorn, 
Ah! what ſhall I do! I ſhall die with Deſpair ! 
Take heed, all ye Swains, how ye love one ſo fair, 


SONG 110. 


R ou native Stalk the Provence Roſe, | 
1 pluckt with green Attire; 


Lut oh ! upon its Graces hung 
A Fultus to deſire. 


A vile, deſtroying, preying Worm, 
Who ſhelter'd in the Leaf, 
Had robb'd me of the priſtine Joy, 
And prov'd the lucky Thief, 


So beauteous Nymphs too oft are found 
The vileſt Men to truſt ; 

While conſtant Lovers plead i in vain, 
And die for being Juſt, 
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SONG 111. 
H E Night was ſtill, the Air ſerene, 
Fann'd by a ſouthern Breeze; 


* glimm'ring Moon might juſt be ſeen, 
Reflecting thro* the Trees. 


The bubbling Water's conſtant Courſe, | a 
From off th' adjacent Hill, 
Was mournſul Eccho's laſt Reſource, 
All Nature was fo ſtill. | 


The conſtant Shepherd ſought this Shade, 
Buy Sorrow ſore oppreſs'd, 
Cloſe by a Fountain's Margin laid, 

_ His Pain he thus expreſs'd. 


Ah, wretched Youth ! why didſt thou love, 
Or hope to meet Succeſs; 

Or think the Fair would conſtant prov e, 
Thy blooming Hopes to bleſs? 


Find me the Roſe on barren Sands ; 1 
The Lilly midſt the Rocks; 
| The Grape in wide deſerted Lands; 
A Wolf to guard the Flocks. 


Thoſe you, alas! will ſooner gain, 5 
And will more eaſy find, 

Than meet with ought but cold Diſdain. 
In faithleſs Womankind, 


Riches alone now win the Fair, 
Merit they quite deſpiſe ; 

The conſtant Lover thro' Deſpair, 
Becauſe not wealthy, dies. 


SO N 112. 
'T is not, Celia, in our Pow'r 
To ſay how long our Love will laſt ; 
t may be, we, within this Hour, 
May loſe the Joys we now do taſte. 
The bleſſed, that immortal be, 
Fr rom Change in Love are only free. 
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(80) 


Aſk not how long our Loves will laſt; 
But while it does, let us take Care 


Each Minute be with Pleaſure 
Were it not Madneſs to deny 


Fear not, tho' Love and Beauty fail, 

My Reaſon ſhall my Heart direct; 

Vour Kindneſs now ſhall then prevail, 

And Paſſion turn into Reſpect : 

Coalia, at worit, you'll in the End, 
But change a Lover for a Friend. 


SS. ONO. 11%. 
Varewel the World and mortal Cares 
The raviſh'd Szrephon cry'd, 

As full of Joy and tender Tears 
Nie lay by Phillis Side; 
Let others toil for Wealth and Fame, 


At any other Bliſs ſhall aim, 5 
But thoſe dear Arms of thine! 


Still let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 
And hear thy charming Tongue, 
1 nothing aſk to ſwell my Joys, 
ut thus to feel 'em long. 
In cloſe Embraces let us lie, 
And ſpend our Lives to come, 
Then let us both together die, 
And be each other's Tomb. . 
SONG. 114. 
HE that would gain a conſtant I over, 
5 Muſt at a Diſtance keep the Slave; 
Not by a Look her Heart diſcover; 
Men ſhould but gueſs the Thoughts we have, 
' Whilſt they're in doubt, their Flame increaſes ; 
And all Attendance they witlpay: - 
| When we're poſſeſs'd, their Tranſport ceaſes 
And Vows, like Vapours, fleet away. SONG 


Then ſince we mortal Lovers are, k 


paſt : . 


To live, becauſe we are ſure to die? | PI 
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Thy tuneful Voice with Numbers join, 
Thy Words will more prevail than mine. 


What dying Lovers dare not fay. 
A Sigh or Tear perhaps we'd give, 


Tell her my Pains ſo ſaſt increaſe, 
That ſoon they will be paſt Redreſs ! 


When we think, by Paſſion heated, 


Happy only is the Lover, 


+ 1. 
SONG 115. By Mr. Davpes. 


0 tell Amyntas, gentle een 
I cannot die, nor dare comp! ain; 


Petter ² A . Ab 


To Souls oppreſs'd, and dumb with Grief, 
The Gods ordain this kind Rener, ----- 
I hat Muſick ſhou'd in Sound convey 
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Put Love on Pity cannot live; 
Tell her, that Hearts for Hearts were made, 
And Love w th Love 1s only paid. 


For ah! the Wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, 
Attends but Des to cloſe his Eyes, : 7 


N 116. 


' QV E's a Dream of mighty Treaſure, | 
Which in Fancy we poſſeſs; 


In the Folly lies the Pleaſure, EY i 
Wiſdom always makes it Jeſs. NG 5 


Wea Goddeſs have in Chace, 
Like Ixion we are cheated, 
And a gaudy Cloud embrace. 
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Whom his Miſtreſs well deceives ; 
Lecking nothing to diſcover, 
He contented lives at Eaſe. 


But the Wretch that would be knowing, 
What the fair-one would diſguiſe, 

Labours for his own Undoing, 
Changing happy to be wile, 


2 „ GONG 
HE RS falſe Tongues can you lan, | i 

Yet not my truer ſpeaking Eyes? 
Mens Tongues Love teaches to deceive, 


But with his Looks no 3 lies. 
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The leſs I boaſt my real Flame, 
The more my Paſſion Truth beſpeaks; 
Not what the Tongue but Eyes proclaim, 
| Love's Infidel a Convert makes, 


F or Lovers, like profeſſing Friends, 

Are more believ'd, the leſs they ſay ; 
Who more our artful Speeches minds 

Than Looks, does her own Faith betray. 


Believe not my loud Rivals then, 
Whilſt they to thee ſuch Love profeſs ; 

True Love is, like true Courage, ſeen, 
But more as we pretend to't leſs, 


SONG 118. 


Pups E Charms of bright Beauty ſo it 6 are, 
"Tis for that we make Peace, and for that we 
make War: 
Then tell me no more of Religion and Laws, 
Vour Cant of Injuſtice, your good and bad Cauſe; 
Your Conqueſts and Triumphs, your Captives __ Spoils 
Shall never incite me to hazardous "Foils. _ 


To be great, wiſe, and wealthy, I never would chuſe, 
Shou'd the Nymph I adore her Favours refuſe ; 
Then let my Eugenia be faithful and kind, 

I'll weary the Winter, I'll weather the Wind; 

I'Il ravage the Seas, the Earth and the Air, 
And combat, for her, even Death and Deſpair. 


SONG. 119. 


IE AR Chlz, whilſt thus beyond Mea, ure, 
You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain; 

| You rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 

And hoard up an old Age of Pain: 

Your Maxim, that Love is ſtill founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 

You'll find to be very ill grounded 
| When once you its Dictates obey. 


The Paſſion fxom Beauty firſt drawn, 
Your Kindneſs will vaſtly improve; 
Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dawn, 
Fro ruition s the Sun- ſhine of Love. | 


(33) 
And tho? the bright beams of your 
Should be clouded, that nt day ape ſo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſleſs all the Skies, 
We ne'er can forget it was Day. 


"= Old Darby, with Joan by his Side, | : \ 
F' You've often regarded with Wonder; 


le's dropſical, ſhe is ſore-ey'd, 
Vet they're ever uneaſy aſunder ; 
LIogether they totter about, 
Or fit in the Sun at the Door, 

And at Night when old Darby's Pot's out, 
His Joan will not ſmoak a Whiff more. 


No Beauty or Wit they poſſeſs, 
Their feveral Failings to ſmother; 
Then what are the Charms, can you | oſs 
Tuhat make 'em ſo fond of each other? 
Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 
The Endearments that Love did befiow. 
: The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth, 
The beſt of all Bleſſings below. | 


Thhoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 
Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove; 
For when Youth and Beauty are paſt, 
Old Age brings the Winter of Love. 
A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 
By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe ; 
The Current of Fondneſs {till lows, 
Which decrepid old Age cannot freeze. | 


SONG 10. 


\ EA R Chloe attend 
To th' Advice of a F riend, 
And for once be admoniſh'd by me : 
Before you engage 
To wed with old Age, 
Think how Summer and Winter agree, 
Think how Summer and Winter agree. 


684) 
do ancient a Fruit, | 
Lor want of a Root, | 
Is doom'd to a ſpeedy Ws « : 
Youth might ripen your Charms, 
But old Age in young Arms | . 
Is like froſty Weather in May. | . 0 
Believe me, dear Maid, Os [9 
When the beſt Cards are play d, _ 
You ſeldom can meet with a Trump; = Þ 
And to help the Jeſt on, | = 
When the Sucker is gone, | -- 
What a Plague would you do with a Pump 1 ? : | 
Let Men of Threeſcore 
| Think of Wedlock no more, 
They need not be fond of that Nooſe ; 
The Cripple that begs, 
Without any Legs, | 
Can have no great Occaſion for Shoes. 


A (lock out of Repair 
| Doth but badly declare 
The Hour of the Day or the Night; 
For unleſs, my dear Love, | A 
„ Fa „„ 8 = 
': wou'd be ſtrange if the Clock mou d go ri Shir. 9 


8 0 NG 121. Power of Love. : . 


T Dead of Night, when wrapt in Sleep 
A The peaceful Cottage lay ; | 
 Paſlora left IE folded: Sheep, 1 
Her Garland, Crook, and uſeleſs Scrip : 2 | a 
Love led the Nyn ph aſtray. | | 7 | 
Locſe, and undreſs'd, ſhe takes her F light, 
_ To a near Myrtle Shade ; ; 5 
The conſcious Moon gave ali her Light, . i 
Jo bleſs her raviſh'd Lover's Sight, oo ns 
And guide the charming Maid. e | 
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(85) 

His eager Arms the Nymph embrace, 
And to Wwage his Pain, 
His reſtleſs Paſſion he obeys, 

At ſuch an Hour, in ſuch a Place, 
What Lover could contain? 
In vain ſhe call'd the conſcious Mon, 
The Meoa no Succour gave; 
1 The cruel Stars, unmov'd, look on, 
And ſeem'd te ſmile at what was done, 
Dor would her Honour fave. 


| Vanquiſh'd at laſt by pow "rful Love, 
* The Nymph expiring lay ; 
No more ſhe figh'd, no more ſhe hive 
Since no kind Stars were found e 
She bluſh'd and dy'd away. 


; Y et bleſs'd the Grove her conſcious F light 
| And Youth that did betray ; | 
And panting, dying with Delight, 

She bleſs'd he kind tranſporting Night, 

And curs'd W e Day. 


SON G 122. 


3 'E N Yan like Tr , my ſtubborn Heart 
4 Withſtood th' Aſſault of fond Deie : 
| But now, alas! I feel a Smart, | 
Poor 1, like Troy, am ſet onFire. 


With Care we may a Pile ſecure, 
And from all common Sparks defend: 
| Put oh ! who can a Houſe ſecure, 
v7 When the celeſt al Flames deſcend !_ 


"Thu; was I ſafe, 'til from your Eyes 
Deſtructive Fires are brightly given: 
Ah ! who can ſhun the warm Surprize, 
When lo! the Lightning comes from Heav' n. 


8 O NG 123 In Gav's Beggar's Opera. 
AN Love be controul'd by Advice, 

Will Capz4 our Mothers obey? 
Tho' my Heart were as frozen as Ice, 
At bis Flame would have mented away. 
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686) 
When he kiſs'd me, ſo cloſely he preſt, 


»Twas fo ſweet that I muſt have comply'd W 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 


To marry, for fear you ſhould clude. 


SONG 124. 


WAY, lovely Dream, where could'fi thou find 
| Shades to counterfeit that Face, 
Colours of this glorious Kind 
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Come not from any mortal Place. 8 . 
4 In Heaven itſelf, thou, ſure, wert dreſt | = 
0 With that Angel- like Diſguiſe ; 3 F3 
1 | 1 hus deluded am I bleſt, | 2 
\ And ſee my Joy with cloſed Eyes. | | 
| But ah! this Image is too kind, ot | 
1 To be other than a Dream; | 


925 Cruel Sachariſſa s Mind 7 
Never put on that ſweet Extream. 


. F. air Dream, if thou intend'ſt me Grace, | | 93 
Change that heavenly Face of thine: 1 


2 —— — 5 
- — 
2 =_—— — 


| Paint deſpis'd Love in thy Face, | 2 
And make it to appear like mine. 1 
ale, wan, and meagre let it look, 2 

. Wee Pity-moving Shape, | = 
Such as Wander by the Brook 4 
Of Letbe, or from Graves eſcape. e. 


Then to that matchleſs Nymph appear, 
In whoſe ſhape thou ſhineſt ſo, 
Softly in her fleeping Ear, 
With humble Words expreſs my Woe. 


Perhaps from Greatneſs, State, or Pride, i 

Thus ſurprized ſhe may fall: !. f 
Sleep does Diſproportion hide, 

And Death reſembling equals all. 


8 ONG 125. In Gay's Beggar Opera. 


Irgins are like the fair Flow'r in its Luſtre, 
| W hich in the Garden enamels the Ground ; 
Near it the Bees in Play flutter and cluſter, 
And "_— Butterflies frolick around ; 
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(87) 


But, when once pluck. d.) tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent-Garden tis ſent (as yet ſweet.) 

There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring, 

, Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under Feet. 


SONG 126. 


HEN Cynthia ſaw Bathfpeba's Charms 
| In wanton Colours dreſt, _ 
- Tn Lips, thoſe killing Eyes, thoſe Arms, 
I dare not name the reſt! 


The bluſhing, envious, angry Maid 
Obſerv'd with various Paſſions toſt, 
To wer vulgar Eye betray'd 
The Beauties ſhe alone could boaſt. 


A. fatal Weapon forth ſhe drew, 

Io check the curious Painter's Pride, 

To veil thoſe Charms ſhe only knew, 
. Thoſe Beauties only ſhe could hide. 


"Tis well, enamour'd Damon cry d, 
Eben let the paultry Copy fall, 
By you the Loſs is well ſupply'd, 
In 3 find th' Original. 


SONG 127. 


"HEN Moll ſmiles beneath her Cow „ 
I feel my Heart I can't tell 1 
When Molly is on Sunday dreſt, 
On Sundays I can take no reſt. 


What can I do on Working- Days ? 
I leave my Work 0 her to gaze: 
What ſhall I ſay ? At Sermons I 
Forget the Text, when Molly's by. 


Good Maſter Curate, teach me how _ 
To mind your Preaching and my W e 
And if for this you'll raiſe a Spell, 

A good fat Gooſe ſhall thank you well, 


(88). 


1 SONG 128. 


AMON, if you will believe me, 
Tis not ſighing round the Plain, 
Song nor Sonnet can relieve ye; 
Faint Attempes in Loveare vain, 
Urge but home the fair Occaſion, | 
And be Maſter of the Field; 


To a powerful kind Invaſion, | s 
?Twere a Madneſs not to yield. * 


Tho? ſhe vows ſhe'll ne'er permit ye, 
Cries you're rude and much to blame, 

And with Tears implores your Pity ; 
Pe not merciful for Shame. 

When the fierce Aſſault is over, 
Cori Time enough will find, 1 
This her cruel furious Lover, 8 * 

VM uch more gentle, not ſo kind. 
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SONG 129. Zy Mr. Boot. — 


N then a Look create a Thought, | | 2 
Which Time can ne'er remove? . 

Ves, foolith Heart, again thou'rt caught, | 
Again thou bleed'ſt for Love. 


She ſees the Conqueſt of her Fyes, 
Nor heals the Wound ſhe gave; 
She ſmiles, whene' er his Bluſhes riſe; 

And, ſighing, ſhuns her Slave, 


Then, Swain, be bold, and ſtill adore her, 
Still her flying Charms purſue; 
Love and Intereſt both implore her, 
Pleading Night and Day for you! 
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(89. ). 


8 0 N 6 130. By the E. IYcurrar-—v. | 


Henever, Che, I begin | 
Your Heart like mine to move, 


You tell me of the crying Sin 


Of unchaſte lawleſs Love. 


How can that Paſſion be a Sin, 
Which gave to Chloe Birth? 
How can thoſe Joys but be divine, 


Which make a Heav'n on Earth ? 5” 
To wed, Mankind the Prieſts trepan d | 


By ſome fly Fallacy, 


And diſobey'd God's great Command, 


Increaſe and multiply. 


You ſay that Love's a Crime; Cant . 


Vet this allow you muſt, 


More Joy's in Heav'n when one repent, 


Than over ninety juſt, 


6 Sin then, dear Girl, for Heav' ny 8 Sake, 


| Repent, and be forgiven ; * 


| Bleſs me, then by Repentance make | 


A Holiday i in Heav'n, 


SONO 131. 


B Nymphs ad ye Swains, from the Groves and the 5 


Plains, 


. Attend my Complaints, and give Ear to my Strains : 


No Lover in Story or ancient or new, 


| Has ſuffer'd ſo much for a Paſſion ſo true. 


The Nymph I adore's neither eruel, nor kind, 

To Love ſeems averſe, to my F riendſhip inclin d? 
She ſmiles when I'm gay, when I ſigh ſhe looks grave, 
dhe admits me her Friend, but denies me her Slave, 


I tell 


Sad 
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(90) 
I tell her I'm dying; ſhe aſks what I ail : 
I fall at her Feet, but alas 'twon't avail : 
She wonders, why, trembling, I ſigh and complain, 
And pities my Caſe, though ſhe laughs at my Pain. 
A Boſom ſo frozen, what Lover can bear ? 
Or ſay, O ye Powers, ſhall T hope or deſpair? 
Or fly to a warmer, or kinder than ſhe, OR 
Who'll as ſoon give me Pain, and as ſoon ſet me free. 
SONG 132. 
I Ama poor Shepherd undone, 
And can't be cur'd by Art, 
For a Nymph as bright as the Sun 
Has ſtole away my Heart; 
And how to get it again, 
There's none but ſhe can tell, 
To cure me of my Pain, 
By ſaying ſhe loves me wel!!! 
And alas ! poor Shepherd, alack, a- xbella- Day. 
Before I was in Love, ob] every Month was May. 
If to Love ſhe cou'd not incline, 1 
I.: told her l'd in an Hour; 
To die, ſays ſhe, tis thine, : 
But to love 'tis not in my Pow'r : 
I aſk'd her the Reaſon why 
She cou'd not of me approve ?_ | 
She ſaid, *twas a Taſk too hard, WW 
To give any reaſon for Love; Aid alas &. 
She aſk d of me my Eſtate; e 
I told her a Flock of Sheep, 
The Graſs whereon they graze, 
Where ſhe and I might ſleep; 
Beſides a good ten Pound, 
In old King Harry's Groats; | 
With Hooks and Crooks abound, 
And Birds of ſundry Notes , 


And alas Ke. 
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(91) 
OW, court Dorinda] who the Devil 
Wou'd ever prove ſo tame a Sot? 


If you re kind then ſhe's uncivil, 
When you would love then ſhe will not. 


To contradict is all her Pleaſure, 
Her utmoſt Virtue to deny, 

Her Modeſty, that boaſted Treaſure, 
Is to give hertelf the Lie. 


Then ne'er, miſtaken Youth, ſtand doating 
On Woman for her Beauty s Sake, 


Not for a ſilly Prize lie plotting, 


Which ſhe'll not give, but you may take, 


| Summon out all the Pow'r within her, 


Then boldly puſh, ſhe can't withſtand : 


You'll find the ſureſt Way to win her, 


Is to engage with Sword i in Hand. 


SON 6 134. By Sur kerzen. 


Low. blow, thou Winter Wind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind 
As Man's Ingratitude z 
Thy Truth is not ſo keen, 
3 thou art not ſeen, 
Altho' thy Breath be rude, 
Altho' thy Breath be rude. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Sky, 
Thou canſt not bite ſo nigh 
As Benefits forgot; 
Tho' through the watery Warp, 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, 
As Friend remembered not. 


8 ONG 135. By Mr. Concanon. 


HE Laſs that would know how to manage a Man, 


Let her liſten and learn it from me, 
His Courage to quell, or his Heart to trepan, 
As the Time and Occaſion gee. 


The 


1 9%] 
The Girl that has Beauty, tho' ſmall be her Wit, 
May wheedle the Clown or the Beau, 
'The Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit, 
Buy the uſe of that pretty Word No. 


When powder'd Toupees around are in chat, 
Fach ſtriving his Paſſion to ſhew, 
With kiſs me, and love me, my Dear, and al that, 
Let her Anſwer to all be, O ov. 


When a Doſe is contriv'd to lay Virtue ns 4 
A Preſent, a Treat, or a Ball, 

She ſtill muſt refuſe, if her Empire ſhe'll keep, 
And No be her Anſwer to all. 


1 But when Mr. Dapperait offers his Hand, 
Fler Partner in Wedlock to go; 

| A Horſe and a Coach, and a Jointure in Land, 

She's an Idiot, if then ſne ſays No. 


But if ſhe's attack d by a Youth full of Charms, 

Whoſe Courtſhip proclaims him a Man; | 
| When preſs'd to his Boſom, and claſp'd in his Arms, 
Then let her ſay N. if ſhe can. 


$0NG 136. 


fo charming Celia's Arms I flew, 

And there all Night I feaſted, 
Ne Gods ſuch Tranſports ever knew, 
Nor Mortal ever taſted. 


' Loft in the ſweet tumultuous Joy, 
And pleas'd beyond expreſſing ; 

| How can your Slave, my Fair, ſaid I, 
*. Rewadogreata Bleffing ? HE} 


The whole Creation's Wealth ſurvey ; ; 
Thro' both the Indies wander: 
A what brib'd Senates give away, 


And  hghting Monarchs gd 
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( 93) 


The richeſt Spoils of Farth and Air, 


he rifled Ocean's Treaſure, 
'Tis all too poor a Bribe by far, 
To purchaſe ſo much Pleaſure. 


She bluſhing cry'd —— My Life, my Dear, 
Since Celia thus you fancy, 


Give her, but 'tis (oo much ] fear, 


A Rundlet of right Nantzy. - 


SONG 137. In Mrurox's Comus. 


HE wanton God, that pierces Hearts, 
Dips in Gall his pointed Darts, | 
But the Nymph diſdains to pine, 


Who bathes the Wound with roly Wine. 
Farewel Lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 


If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd, 
Sure the ſque:miſh Fops are free. 
Jo rid me of dull Company,  _. 


They have Charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe 


I love them much, but more my Eaſe ; 
Nor jealous Fears my Love moleſt, 
Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Reſt. 


Why ſhould they e'er give me Pain, 


Who to give me Joy diſdain ? 
All I hope of mortal Man, 
Is to love me ——whillt he can. 


SONG 138. 


HAT tho' I am a Country Laſs, 
A Lofty Mind I bear-a, 


And think myſelf as good as thoſe 


Who gay Apparel wear-a. 


; What tho my Cloaths are Home-ſpun Grey, 


My Skin it is as ſoft-a, 


As thoſe that in their Cypreſs Veils 


Carry their Heads aloft- a, 
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What tho' I keep my Father's Sheep, 

It is what muſt be done-a ; | 

A Garland of the ſweeteſt Flow'rs 
Shall ſhade me from the Sun-a. 

And when I ſee they feeding be, 

| Where Graſs and Flow'rs do ſpring-a, 

Eeſide a purling chryſtal Stream 

I'll ſit me down and fing-a. 


My Leathern Bottle tuft with Sage, 
Is drink that's very thin-a: _ 
No Wine did e'er my Prains enrage, 
Or tempt me for to ſin-a. 5 
Mlethinks are very fine- a, 
When on a ſhady Bank at Noon, 
I fit me down and dine-a 
What tho' my Portion won't allow 
Of Bags of ſhining Gold- a; 
Our Farmers Daughters now-a-days, 
Like Swine are bought and ſold-a. 
My Body's fair, I'H keep it ſound, 
And an honeſt Mind within-a ; 
But for an hnndred thouſand Pound, 
Il value not a Pin- a. 
No Jewels wear J in my Ears, 
Or Pearls about my Neck- a; 
No coſtly Rings do I e'er uſe, 
My Fingers for to deck-a. 
But for the Man, whoe'er he be, 
Whom [I ſhall chance to wed-a ; 
| Tl keep a Jewel worth them all, 
I mean my Maidenhead-a. 
SONG 139. 
Olnce you will needs my Heart poſſeſs, 
'Y *Tis juſt to you I firſt confeſs _ 
The Faults to which 'tis given; 
It is to chanze much more inclin'd 
Than Woman, or the Sea, or Wind, 
Or ought that's under Heaven, 


7 


My Country Curds and wooden Spoon, 


Nor 
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„ 
Nor will J hide from you this Truth, 
It has been from its very Youth 
A moſt egregious Ranger : 
And ſince from me 't has often fled, 
With whom it was both born and bred, 


. 
* 


I ill ſcarce ſtay with a Stranger. 6 
: The black, the fair, the gay, the ſad, } 
(Which often made me fear twas mad) i 
3 With one kind Look could win it, | 
So natrally it loves to range, | 4 
F 'That it has left Succeſs for Change, q 
1 And, what's wore, glories in it. ; 
1 Oft, when J have been laid to Reſt, | 


_ Twould make me ad like one poſſeſt, 
[ Por ſtill "twill keep a Pother; 
And tho” you only I eſteem, 
Let it will make me, in a Dream, 
Court and enjoy another, 


„ And now, if you are not afraid, 


rn $I 2 
* i 


Altcſter theſe Truths that I have ſaid, 

Fo To take this arrant Rover, 

e not diſpleas'd if I proteſt, 

I think the Heart within your Breaſt, 

1 Will prove juſt ſuch another. 
SONG 140. In Gav's Beggar 8 Opera. 
1 Curſe attends that Woman's Love, 

7 Who always would be pleaſing, 

I )he Pertneſs of the billing Dove, 

L. ke tickling is but teazing. 


What then in Love can Woman do ? 
If we grow fond they ſhun us; 
And when we fly them they purſue ; 

But leave us when they've won us. 


SONG j4r 


— G. ne' er was Dog ſo wretched as I, 
1 | Whoſe Reſt is for ever prevented ; 
I'm neither at Peace when Aurelia looks coy, 
Nor when ſhe looks kind and contented. 


He 


= "8-4 
Her Frowns give a Pain I'm unable to bear, 
The Thought of them ſets me a trembling : 
Her Smiles give no Joy ſince I plaguily fear 
They can be no more than diſſembling. 


Then prithee, my deareſt, conſent and be kind, 
Put an End to this troubleſome Wooing; 

: F or I ſee I ſhall ne'er be at Peace in my Mind, 

Till once you and I have been doing. 


Let your poor Dog no longer with Juſtice complain 
Of Uſage that's hard above Meaſure; 

But ſince he has taſted ſo much of Love's Pain, 

Prithee fling him a Bit of his Pleaſure. 


SONG 142. The Sailors Complaint, 


\OME and liſten to my Ditty, | 

All the jolly Hearts of Gold, 
Lend a Brother Tar your Pity, 
Who was once ſo ſtout and bold: 
But the Arrows of God Cupid, 
Alas! have made me rue; 
Sure true Love was ne'er ſo treated, 
As I am by ſcornful Sue. 


When landed firſt at Dower, 
She appear'd a Goddeſs bright; 
From Foreign Parts but juſt come over, 
I was ſtruck with ſo fair a Sight: 
On the Shore pretty Sue walked, 
Near to where our Frigate lay, 
And altho' ſo near the Landing, 

I alas ! was caſt away, 


When firſt I hail'd my pretty Creature, 
The Delight of Land and Sea, 
. No Man ever {aw a {weeter, 
I'd have kept her Company: 
I'd have fain made her my true Love, 
For better, or for worſe ; 


But alas ! I could not compaſs her. 


For to ſteer the Marriage Courſe, 


But what was not half ſo charming, 
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DEP EY ay 8 * 
1 + JB IS eh 2 
27 I I ST ON ; 


Long I wonder'd why my Jewel 


| 80 farewel, hard- hearted Sie, 


1 Love thee, by Heavens, I cannot ſay more, 


A Performance, you wot well, a Promiſe exceeds, 


| Had a Goddeſs my Heart, ſhe ſhou'd e'en lie alone, | { 


( 97 9 cg 8 
Once no greater Joy and Pleaſure q 
Cou'd have come into my Mind, | 4 


'Than to ſee the bold Defiance 


Sailing right before the Wind : 


O'er the white Waves as ſhe danced, 


j 
And her Colours gayly flew; 5 


As the Trim of our lovely Sue. = 


On a rocky Coaſt I've driven, 9 
Where the ſtormy Winds do riſe | 
Where the rolling Mountain Billows N 
Lifta Veſlel to the Skies : 
But from Land or from the Ocean, 
Little Dread I ever knew, 
When compared to the Dangers; 
In the Frowns of ſcornful Sue. 


Had the Heart to uſe me ſo; 
'Till I found that by often Sounding, 
She'd another Love in Tow: | 


II my Fortune ſeek at Sea, 
And try in a more friendly Latitude, 
Since in n yours I cannot 28 


2 O N G 143. 3 Mr, CoNCANEN, 


Then ſet not my Paſſion a cooling, | 
If thou yield'| not at once, I muſt e' en give thee 0 er, . 
For I'm but a Novice at fooling, 


What my Love wants in Words, it ſhall make up in Deeds; 
Then why ſhould we waſte T ime in Snuff, Child ? 


And a Word to the Wiſe is enough, Child. 


I know how to love, and to make that Love known, 5 1 


But J hate all proteſting and arguing : 


If ſhe made many Words to a Bargain. 
F 
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( 98) 

I'm a Quaker in Love, and but barely affirm, 
Whate'er my fond Eyes have been ſaying : 
Prithee, be thou ſo too; ſeek for no better Term, 

But e en throw thy Yea or thy Nay in. 


] cannot hear Love, like a Chancery Suit, 
The Age of a Patriarch depending; 
Then pluck up a Spirit, no longer be mute, 

Give it, one Way or other, an Ending. 


Long Courtſhip's the Vice of phlegmatick Fools, 


Like the Grace of fanatical Sinners 


1 


Where the Stomachs are loſt, and the Vickuals grow cool, 


Before Men ſit down to their Dinners. 


SONG 144. By Dazvven, in Amphytrion. 


TAIR Vis and her Swain 
Mere in a ſhady Power, 


Where Thir/is long in vain 


Had fought the happy Hour: 


At length his Hand advancing, 


Upon her ſnowy Freaſt, 
He fa, O!] kiſs me longer, 


. Longer yet and longer, 


If you would make me bleſt. 
Iris. An ealy yielding Maid, 
By truſting is undone, 
Our Sex 1s oft betray'd | 
By granting Love too ſoon ; 
If you deſire to gain me 
' Your ſ Fering to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer, 
4 onger yet and longer, 
Before you ſhall poſleſs, 


Thirfis, The little Care you ſhow 
Ot all my ſorrows paſt, | 
Makes Death appear too flow, 
Ard Life too long to laſt ; 
Oh Iris]! kiſs me kindly, 
In pity of my fate, 


5 


Fair 


Ae 


(99). 


| Fair Vis, kiſs me kindly, 
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Kindly ſtill and kindly, 
Before it be too late. 


Iris. You fondly court your Bliſs, 


And no Advances make, 
Tis not for Maids to kiſs, 

But 'tis for Men to take : 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 

And I will not rebel, 
Thirfis may kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly, 

Eut never kiſs and tell. 
Then you may kiſ me kindly, 
He. And you will not rebel. 


Both. And kindly ſtill and kindly, 
But kiſs and do not tell. 


SONG 145. By Mr. 8 


ELL me no more ſ am deceiv'd, 
That Chhe's falſe and common; 
By Heaven I all along believ'd 
She was a very Woman: 
As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 
She ſtill was conſtant when poſſeſs'd, 
She cou'd do more for no Man. 
But, oh! her Thoughts on others ran; 
And that you think a hard Thing, 


Perhaps ſhe fancy'd you the Man; 


Why, what care J one Farthing ? 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kind, 


I'll take her Body, you her Mind; 


Who has the better Bargain ? 
SONG 136. 


HAT Man who for Life, 
Is bleſs'd in a Wife, 
1 ſure in a happy Condition; 
Go Things how they will, | 
bhe flicks by him ſtil], 
She 5 Comforter, Friend, and Phyſician. 
F 


She's, &c. 
: Pros 
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(98) 
I'm a Quaker in Love, and but barely affirm, 
Whate'er my fond Eyes have been ſaying : 
Prithee, be thou ſo too; ſeek for no better Term, 
But e en throw thy Yea or thy Nay in. 


J cannot hear Love, like a Chancery Suit, 

The Age of a Patriarch depending; 

Then pluck up a Spirit, no longer be mute, 

| _ Give it, one Way or other, an Ending. 

Long Courtſhip's the Vice of phlegmatick Fools, 
Like the Grace of fanatical Sinners, F 


Where the Stomachs are loſt, and the ViQuals grow cool, 


Before Men fit down to their Dinners, 


SONG 144. By Dzvpen, in Amphytrion. 
AIR Iris and her Swain 
Were in a ſhady Bower, 
Where Thir/is long in vain 

Had fought the happy Hour : 

At length his Hand advancing, 
Upon her ſnowy Freaſt, 
He fa, O] kiſs me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 

If you would make me bleſt. 


Tris. An eaſy yielding Maid, 
By truſting is undone, 
Our Sex is oft betray- d 
By granting Love too ſoon; 

If you deſire to gain me 

Your ſ Fecing to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer, 
+ onger yet and longer, 
HhBeefore you ſhall poſſeſs. 


Thirſis, The little Care you ſhow 
Of all my ſorrows paſt,  _ 
Makes Death appear too flow, 
Ard Life too long to laſt ; 
Oh 7ris! kiſs me kindly, 
In pity of my fate, 


Fair 


822 
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( 99 ) 
Fair Vis, kiſs me kindly, 


Kindly ſtill and badly,” | 


Before it be too late. 


Iris. You fondly court your Bliſs, 


And no Advances make, 
*Tis not for Maids to kiſs, 
But ' tis for Men to take: 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 
And I will not rebel, 
Thirfis may kiſs me kindly, 


Kindly ſtill and kindly, 


Eut never kiſs and tell. 


Then you may kiſ me kindly, 
He. And you will not rebel. 


Both. And kindly till and kindly, 
But kiſs and do not tell. 


8 ON G 145. 7 Mr. Covonkvr. | 


ELL me no more ſ am deceiv'd, 


That Chloe's falſe and common; 
By Heaven I all along believ'd 


She was a very Woman: 


As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 


She till was conſtant when poſſeſs'd, 
She cou'd do more for no Man. 


But, oh! her Thoughts on others ran; 


And that you think a hard Thing, 
Perhaps ſhe fancy'd you the Man ; 
Why, what care I one Farthing ? 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kind, 
I'll take her Body, you her Mind; 
Who has the better Bargain? 


"SONG. 1x56. 
HAT Man who for Life, 
Is bleſs'd in a Wife, 


15 ſarein a happy Condition ; 


Go Things how they will, 

She ſticks by him ſtill, 
She 5 Comforter, Friend, and Phyk Clan. 
F 2 
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( 100 ) 
Pray where is the Joy, 
To trifle and toy, 
Yet dread ſome diſaſter from W 
But ſweet is the Bliſs 
Of a conjugal Kiſs, 


Where Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty. Where, &c. 


One extravagant W hore, 
Shall coſt a Man more, 
Than twenty good Wives that are ſaving, 
For Wives they will ſpare, 
That their Children may ſhare, 


But Whores are eternally craving, 


SONG 147. 


HE Man who for Life 
Isplagu'd with a Wife, 
Is ſure in a wretched Condition; "IS 
S0 Things how they will, 
She ſticks by him ſtill, 


And Death is his only Phyſician, — Poor Man, &c, 


To trifle and toy, 
May give a Man Toy, 


When Paſſion's promoted by Beauty? 


But where is the Bliſs 


Of a conjugal Kiſs, 
WheP 


aſſion is prompted by Duty? ? Poor Man, &c. 
The Dog when poſſeſs'd | 
Of Mutton the beſt; - 


A Bone he may leave at his Pleaſure z 


But if to his Tail, 
fis ty'd, without fail 
He is 5 harraſs d and Pad beyond Meaſure. 
_ Poor Cur, Ke. 


$ONG 148. 
S Archers and Fidlers, who cuvninely know 
A The Way to procure themſelves Merit, 
Vill 


always provide them two Sthugs to a Bow, 
And follow their Bulineſs with Pan. 
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Thus arm'd againſt Chance, and ſecure of Supply. 
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 Chloris is gone, and Fate provides 


_ Chloris is gone, the cruel Fair; 


When Chleris to the Temple comes, bi 


5 ( x01 ) 
80 likewiſe rhe provident Damſel ſhould do, 
Who'd make the beſt Uſe of her Beauty : | 
If the Mark ſhe would hit, or her Leſſons paſs thro, 
Two Lovers muſt ſtill be on Duty, 


So far our Revenge we may carry; 
One Spark for our Sport we may jilt and ſet by, 
And t'other, poor Soul! we may marry, 


— 


SONG 149. 


SK not the Cauſe why ſullen Spring 
So long delays her Flowers to bear? 

hy Warbling Birds forget to ſing, 

And Winter Storms invert the Year ? 


To make it Spring where ſhe reſides. 


She caſts not back her pitying Eye: 
But left her Lover in Deſpair, 
Too figh, to languiſh, and to die: 

Ah! how can thoſe fair Eyes endure, 
To give the Wounds they will not cure ? 


Great God of Love, why haſt thou made 
A Face that can all Hearts command, 
That all Religions can invade, 185 
And change the Laws of every Land?) 
Where thou had'ſt plac'd ſuch Pow'r before, 


Thou ſhould'ſt have made her Mercy more. 


Adoring Crowds before her fall; 
She can reſtore the Dead from Tombs. 1 

And ev'ry Life but mine recall: ' 
I only am by Love deſign'd, | 
To be the Victim for Mankind, 


1 SONG 


( 102 ) 


SONG 150. In the Beggar? 8 Weddirg, 


Oung Virgins love Pleaſure, 
As Miſers do Treafure, | 
And both alike ſtudy to heighten the Meaſure ; 
Their Hearts they will rifle, 
For every new 'Trifle, 


And wheni in their Teens fall in Love | for a Song: 


But ſoon as they marry, 
And find Things miſcarry, 


N Oh how they ſigh, that they were not more wary : 3 


Inſtead of foft wooing, 
They run to their Ruin, | 
And all their Lives after drag Sorrow along. 


SO N G 151. 


* 


| Streph. CAVE you not ſeen the Morning Sun 
Peep over yonder Hill, 


Then you have ſeen my Chloe's Charms, | 


At beſt, but painted ill. 


Co!. Have you not ſeen a Putrerfly, . 
With Colours bright and gay, 


Then you have ſeen a Thing leſs fine 


Than Me/ly cloath'd in grey. 


| £:rethb. The Roſe, you'll ſay, of all the Field, 


Can boaſt the lovelieſt Hue, 


But to compare with Chloe's Cheeks, 
It wantsthe Lilly too. 


As I ſatby her on the Plain, 
And talk'd the Hours away, 


She breath'd ſo ſweet, I thought myſelf 


In Fields of new mow'd Hay. 


C. Not the ſweat Breath, that breath'd from Cows, 
With Mo//y's can compare, | 

And when ſhe ſings, the liſtening Swains 
Sar! filent round to hear. 
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There's none but Collin Molly loves, 


Col. Yet Ill believe your Chloe's Word, 


. Conjures thee not to loſe a Day, 


( 103 ) 
She ſaid, as we were walking once 
Along the ſhady Grove, 


—_ 
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And will for ever love. : 
Streph. Believe not, F riend, a Woman Ss W ord, * i 
Or you are much to blame; ; | 11 
For t'other Night, behind the Elms, | = 
She {wore to me the ſame. | Mi 


As on my Breaſt ſhe laid, 
© 'This Strephon is ſo dull a Clown, 
He'll think me fill a Maid. 


SONG 152. 


Gentle sleep to thee alone 


Is owing all our Peace! 34 
In thee our Joys are heighten'd ſhown, 1 = 4 
In thee our Sorrows ceaſe. Wa 5 x | 
The Nymph whoſe Hand by F raud or NF orce, LT. | N 
Some Tyrant has poſſeſs'd; | „ 
By the obtaining a Divorce, | = 
In her own Choice is bleſs'd. | © 
O ſtay ! Ar paſia bids thee ftay! _ „ K 


The ſadly weeping Fair, 


The Object of her Care! 
To graſp whoſe pleaſing Form ſhe fought 
That Moment chas'd her Sleep; 
Thus by ourſelves are ofteſt wrought 
The Griefs for which we weep. * 


SONG 153. By Mr. DRYDREx. 


N a Bank beſide a Willow, _ | 
Heaven her Covering, Earth her Pillow, 

Sad Aminta ſigh'd alone: | 
From the chearleſs Dawn of Morning, | 15 
"Till the Dews of Night returning, 0 | 
Sighing thus ſhe made her Moan :; 

Hope is baniſh'd, 
Jops are vaniſh'd, | 

Damon my belov'd is gone Time, 


Never ſhall we both lie dying, 
All the Joys he drain'd before: 


I 


The yellow Cowſlip, and the pale Primroſe, 


Thus we falute thee with our early Song, 


( 104 ) 
Time, I dare thee to difeover 
Such a Youth, and ſuch a Lover, 


Oh ! ſo kind ſo true was he! | 5 
Damon was the Pride of N ature, 2 bi 


Charming in his every Feature, 


Damon liv'd alone for me; 2 5 


Melting Kiſſes, 
3 ne Bliſſes, 
Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we? 


: Never ſhall we curſe the Morning, 


Never bleſs the Night returning, 
Sweet Embraces to reſtore 


Nature failing, Love ſupplying 


To befriend me, 
Death come end me; 
Love and Damon are no more. 


EY ) 
OW the bright Morning Star, Day's Harbinger, 


Comes dancing from the Eaſt, and leads with her 
The flow'ry May; who from her Green- Lap throws | 


Hail! bounteous May, that doſt inſpire 
Mirth, and Youth, and warm Deſire; 

Woods and Groves are of thy dreſſing, 
H-11 and Dale doth boaſt thy Bleſſing. 


And welcome th:e, and wiſh thee long. 
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SONG 155. 


EHOLD! ! the Winter diſappears, 
Which late the Vallies filver'd o er: 
Another Face gay Nature wears, 
And hoary Froſts are ſeen no more. 


But if the Northern Blaſt of Age, 


Eudocia, once ſhould chill the Blood,, 


The Sun of Vouth can ne'er engage 


To thaw again the purple Flood. 


In bloſſom'd Pride the Summer ſhines, 


The fruitful Autumn next enſues; 


The Winter ſtrips the widow'd Vine, 


And genial Spring the Vear renews. 


| Our Life no Renovation knows; 


For tho' it blooms as flow'ry May, 
Let but the tender Root be froze, 
The ſapleſs Branches fade away. 


; My early Joys you diſcommend, 


Eudocia, early they decay; 


If Youth's a Fault, *twill hourly mend; 


But Age increaſes every Day. 


Then let us (ere paſt Errors prove 


Tis not the Length Time's meaſur'd by). 


Reap, whilſt we may, the Fruit of Love; 


They only live who Life oy: 
80 N 6 156. By Mr. Valbx. 


OR many unſucceſsful Years, 
At Cyathia's Feet I lay, 
Lathing them often with my Tears, 
I figh'd but durſt not pray. 


i No proſtrate Wretch, before the Shrine | 


Of ſome lov'd Saint above, 
F'er thought his Goodeſs more divine, 
Ot paid more awful Love. 


Fs | 


Still 


(0-100 3 
Still the diſdainful Nymph look'd down, 
With coy inſulting Pride, 
Receiv'd my Paſſion with a Frown, 
Or turn'd her Head aſide. 
Then Cupid whiſper'd in my Ear; 
U Uſe more prevailing Charme; 
* You modeſt whining Fool draw near, 
* And claſp her in your Arms. 
* With eager Kiſſes tempt the Maid, 
From Cynthia's Feet depart, _ 
* The Lips he briſkly muſt invade, 
That wou'd poſſeſs the Heart.“ 


With that I hook off all the Slave, L 
My better Fortunes try'd ; : DB 
When Cyzrhia in a Moment gave Es I 

What ſhe for many Years deny'd. _ _ 
SONG-157. 4 

F HO Flaaia to my warm Defire * 4 
Lou mean no kind Return, | 


Yet fill with undiminiſh'd Fire, 
_ You wiſh to ſee me burn. 
Averſe my Anguiſh to remove, 
You think it wond'rous right, 
That Tlove on, for ever love, 
And you for ever flight. 


But you and I ſhall ne'er agree, 
So, gentle Nymph, adieu; _ 
Since you no Pleaſure have for me, 
I'll have no Pain for you. 


SONG 158. By Sir Johx VANBRUGH, | 
: | in the Relapſe. Y 


FT Smile at Love, and all his Arts, 

; The charming Cynthia cries : 
Jake heed, for Love has fatal Darts, | 
A wounded Swain replies ; * 
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Once free and bleſs d as you are now, 


I dallied with his Charms, 
I ſported with his little Bow 
And pointed at his Arms. 


; Til urg'd too far, Revenge he cries, 


A fatal Shaft he drew-: 
It took its Paſſage thro? your Eyes, 
And to my Heart it flew ; ; 


To tear it thence, I ſtrove in vain, 


For I too quickly found 
"Twas only to increaſe the Pan, 
And to inlarge the Wound. 


8 ON G 1 59. 
(Sullenly Mad. 


Hither ye little waiting Czp?7ds fly; 
Teach me in ſoft melodious Strains to move, 
With tender Paſſion my Heart's darling joy ; Z 


Ah! let the Soul of Muſick tune my Voice, 


To win n dear "OR who my Soul enjoys, 


( Mirthfullz Mod * 
Or if more influencing 
Is to be briſk and airy, 
With a Step anda Bound, 
Anda Friſk from the Ground, 
PI trip like any Fairy, — 
As once on Ida dancing 
Were three celeſtial Bodies; 


With an Air and a Face, 


And a Shape and a Grace, Oe 
II charm like Beauty” s Goddeſs, 


ny Melancholy Maud. 
Ah ' ah ! *tis in vain, *tis all in vain, 
Death and Deſpair muſt end the fatal Pain: 
Cold, cold Deſpair, diſguis'd like Snow and Rain, 


| Falls on my Breaſt ; bleak Winds in Tempeſts blow: 


My Veins all ſhiverand my Fingers glow : 
My Pulſebeats a dead March for loſt Repoſe,. 
And to a N of Ice my poor fond Heart is froze, 


(F antaſii cally 


ROM Roſy Bowers where ſleeps the God of Love: . 
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„ 

5 C Tautaſticaly Mad } 
Or ſay ye Powers my Peace to croan, 
Shall I thaw myſelf or drown. 
Ameng the foaming Billows ? 
Increaſing all with Tears I ſhed, 


On Beds of Ooze, and chryſtal Pillows, 


Lay down my Love: ſick Head. 


. (Stark Mad. - 
No, no, no, no, PI ſtraight run mad, 
That ſoon my Heart will warm; 
When once the Senſe is fled, 
Cove has no Power to charm. | 
Wild through the Woods I'll fly, 

Robes and Locks ſhall thus be tore: x 
A thouſand Deaths I'll die, f 

E re thus i in vain arte 1 50 


SONG 160. 


10 more think me falſe, 
For the Flame never dies, 

Which Silvia has rais'd : 

Ey ſuch powerful Eyes. #: 
Ah ! view but thyſelf, 
Thence meaſure my Love, 
And think what a Paſſion 

Such Beauty muſt move.. 


Tho' firſt it was Beauty 
Which raviſh'd my Sight, 
Yet now [| regard it 


As only the Light, "ws 


Which kindly betray d. 
Ihe rich Charms of thy Mind: 
Where Senſe and good Nature 5 

So ſtrongly are join'd. 


Then think me not falſe, | 
For the Knot will e'er laſt, 
| Which my Fancy has ty'd, 
And my Reaſon made faſt 
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a ( 209 ) 
80 faſt, hat tho? Tine, 
Thy Eyes may diſarm ; | 
Yet no Time ſhall my Faith 
Or my Love ever harm. 


af 


The Paſſion. I have 


Can never grow leſs, 


Not tho* thy fair ſelf 


Shou'd that Paſſion oppreſs ; ; 
For while I thy Face 
Or thy Mind have in View, 


Still, till I muſt love, 


And TIE I true. 


8 0 NG 163, B Mr. Concrevs,. in 
Love for Love. : 


0 | | Nymph and a Swain to Apolle once REY | 
The Swain had been jilted, the Nymph been betray'd 5 
4 


zeir Intent was to try if his Oracle knew . 
E'er a Nymph that was chaſte, or a Swain that was true. a. 


Apollo was mute, and had like t' have been pos 
But ſagely at length he this Secret diſclos' d: 


Fe alone won't betray in whom none will SIE ws 
And the . may be chaſte who. has never ir deen try d. 


8 0 NG 162. 


Pena Parrot 4 ae I was s away, 
nd in dull Abſence paſs'd the Day, 


What at home was doing? 
With Chat and Play, 
We aregay, 
Night and Day, | 
Good Cheer and Mirth renewing ; 


Singing, laughing all, like prethy pretty oll. 
Was no Fop ſo rude, boldly to intrude, 


And like a ſaucy Lover wou'd 
Court, and teaze my Lady ? 


: _ - 1 
P i >: bei ts EE ——ůp — 


: 1410 
N 4 7. bing you know, 
Made for Show, 
CalPd a Beau, 
Near her abas always ready 


Ever, ever, at her Call, like pretty, pretty Poll. 


Tell me, with what Air, he approach'd the Fair, 


And how ſhe could with Patience bear 
All he did and uttered ? 
He flill added, 
Still careſs'd, 
 Kiſs'd and preſs'd; 
dan prattled, laugh'd, and Putterd 
Well receiv'd in all, like pretty, pretty Poll, 


Did he go away, at the Cloſe of Days 
Or did he ever ule to ſtay, 
In a Corner dodging * 
Tue want of Light, 
M ben tabas Night, 
Sß)poil'd my Sight, © 
| But I believe his Lodging 
Was within her Call, like pretty, pretty Poll, 


SONG 16z. 


Hen Chloe we ply, 

We ſwear we ſhall die. 

Her Eyes do our Hearts ſo enthrall; 

But tis for her Pelf, | 
And not for herſelf, 

*Tis all Artifice, Artifice all, 


The Maidens are coy, my 
They'll iſh ! and they'll fie! 
And ſwear, if you're rude, they will call; 
- But whiſper ſo low, 
By which you may know, 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


My Dear, the Wives cry, 
If ever you die, 
To marry again I ne'er ſhall ; 
But in leſs than a Year, | 
Will make it appear, 
| Tis all ee Artifice all, 


iti 


5 
( 111 ) 
In Matters of State, | 
And Party Debate, 
For Church and for Juſtice we bavl ; 
But if you'll attend, 


Vou''!ll find in the End, 
'Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


The Non Cons will rant 
Ign their Pulpits, and cant, 
And the honeſt Conformiſts will maul; 
In holy Diſguiſe 
They lift up their Eyes, . 
"Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. | . 


The Lawyers, you know, 
To Veſtminſter go, 
And plead for their Fees in the Hall; 
For their Clients they'll 3 
And make ſuch a angle, | 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 
The Wretch that attends, 
And on Courtiers depends, 

55 His For tune he'll find to be ſmall ; 
For their Actions declare, 
Their Words are but Air, 

- "Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


SONG 164. 


YRithee Bil , be nt ſo filly,  _ 
Thus to waſte thy Days in Grief : 
You ſay, Betty will not let ye: 
But can Sorrow bring Relief? 
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Love repining, ceaſe your whining ; 

Pox on Torment, Tears and Woe ; 

If ſhe's tender, ſhe'll ſurrender; 
FH ſhe 8 tough, —e'en let her go. 


8 ON G 1. 


HY, Celia, ſhou'd you ſo much firive 
Your kindling Paſſion to conceal ? 
Your Lips, tho' they Denial give, | 
pet all your Actions Love reveal. 85 
* e 
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"7-142 } 
In vain you ftrive, in vain, alas ! 
The charming Paſſion to diſguiſe ; 
It glows, it bluſhes on your Face, 
And ſparkles in yonr ſwimming Eyes. 


Your Eyes, thoſe Emblems of the Heart, 
Still contradict whate'er you ſay, 

And tho' your Lips deny the Smart, 
Your 1 are more believ'd than a 


SONG 166. 


INE April Morn when from the Sea 
Phebus was juſt appearing, 


Damon and Celia young and gay, 


Long ſettled Love endearing, 


= Met 1 in a Grove to vent their spleen 


On Parents unrelenting; 


He bred of 7 ory-Race had been, 


She of the Tribe diſſenting. 


| Cilia, whoſe Eyes outſhone the God 


Newly the Hills adorning, 


Told him, Mamma would be ſtark mad; 


She miſſing Prayers that Morning; 


Damon his Arms about her Waſte, 


Swore that nought ſhould them ſunder, 


Shou'd my rough Dad know how I'm bleſt, 


Twou'd make him roar like Thunder. 


Great ones, made by Ambition blind, 


By Faction ſtill ſupport it, 


Orwhere vile Money taints the Mind, ; 


They for Convenience court it; 


But mighty Love that ſcorns to ſhew,, 


Party ſhould raiſe his Glory, 
ee he'll exalt a. Vaſſal true, 
Let it be big or Tory. 


SONG. 167. By Mr. Concarvs... 


Tous Selinda goes to Prayers, 
If I but aſk the Favour : | 


; et the tender Fool's in Tears, 


When ſhe believes I'll leave her. 


200-1 

Wou'd I were free from this Reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; E 

Would ſhe could make of me a _ 


Or I of hera Sinn er. 
5 0 N G 168 By the Earl of Ca--T--nF--——D, 

| Titaken Fair, lay Cherlock by, 

3 His Doctrine is deceiving, 

For whilſt he teaches us to die, 

1 He cheats us of our Living, 

L Todie's a Leſſon we ſhall KNOW 

Z Too ſoon without a Maiter ; 

Then let us only ſtudy now 

How we may live the fatter, 

4 To live's to love, to bleſs, be bleſt 

With mutual Inclination; 

Share then my Ardour in your Preaſt, 
5 And kindly meet my Paſſion. . | 
3 But if thus bleſs'd I may not live, | | BE 


And Pity you deny, 
To me at leaſt your Sher/ock give, : 
*Tis I muſt learn to die, | 


EASE 


ELP me each 1 5 
| Gently whiſper all ye Trees, 
June each warbling Throat to Love, 
And cool each Mead with ſofteſt Breeze ; 3 
Breath ſweet Odours, every Flower, 
All your various Paintings ſhow, 
Pleaſing Verdure grace each Bower, 
2? - Aroundlet ev'ry Bleſſing flow. 


4 2 od? wy" 2 2,” A "> y 7 F 5 8 * 2 1 . 
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Glide, ye limpid Brooks, along; 

A Phatbus, glance thy mildeſt Ray, 

3 Murm' ring Floods repeat my Song, 
And tell What Colin dare not tay. 


8 0 N G 169. D Mr. Aarhus BR ablEv. 


3 


(114 ) 
Celia comes! whoſe charming Air 
Fires with Love the rural Swains ; 
Tell, ah! tell the blooming Fair, 
That Colin dies if ſhe diſdains. 


SONG 170. 


LAS! f when charming Sylvia's gone, 
J ſigh and think myſelf undone, 


But when the lovely Nymph is here, 
I'm pleas'd, yet grieve ; and hope, yet fear; 


'T houghtleſs of all but her, I rove, 


| Ah! tell me is not this call'd Love. 


Ah mel what Power can move me fo? 


I die with Grief when ſhe mult 80 3 
But I revive at her Return; 


I ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I burn : 
"Tranſports ſo ſweet, ſo ſtrong, ſo new, 


| Say, can they be to Friendſhip due? . 


Ah no! 'tis Love, *tis now too plain, 


: I feel, I feel, the pleaſing Pain; 
For who &'er ſaw bright Sy/via's Eyes, 
But wiſh'd, and long'd, and was her Prize? 
Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleſs'd, 
O let ber be n r 


SONG TIN 


NE Night when all the Village lepts 5 
Myrtilla's ſad Deſpair, 
The wretched Shepherd waking kept 
To tell the Woods his Care; 


* Begone (aid he ) fond Thoughts, begone, 


* Eyes, give your Sorrows o'er ! 


Why ſhou'd you waſte your Tears for one, 


Who thinks on you no more. 


# Yet, oh ! ye Birds, ye Flocks, ye Powers ! ! 


[That dwell within this Grove! 


c Can tell how many tender Hours 


: W 8 have paſs d in Love! B 


Von 
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( 115 ) 
Von Stars above ! my cruel Foes ! 
© Can tell how ſhe has ſworn, 
A thouſand Times, that like to thoſe, 
Her Flame ſhould ever burn! 


© But ſince ſhe's loſt— oh! let me have 
My Wiſh, and quickly die; | 

* In this cold Bank I'll make a Grave, 
And there for ever lie: 

© Sad Nightingales the Watch ſhall keep, | 
And kindly here complain; 

Then down the Shepherd lay to ſleep, 

But never roſe again, 


VER the Mountains, 

: And over the Waves, 

: Over the Fountains, | 
And under the Graves; 

Over Floods that are deepeſt, 
Which do Neptune obey ; 

: _ Over Rocks that are ſteepeſt, 
Love will find out the Way, 
Where there is no Place 
For the Glow - Worm to lie; 

Where their is no Space 

For Receipt of a Fly; | 
Where the Midge dare not venture, 

L Leſf herſelf faſt ſhe lay; 

But if Love come, he will enter, 
And ſoon find out his Way, 


1 Vou may eſteem him 

N A Child in his Force: 

Or you may doom him 

A Coward which is worſe: 
But if ſne whom Love doth honour, 
4 Be conceal'd from the Day, 
Set a thouſand Guards upon her, 
5 Love will find out the Way. 
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Some think to loſe him, 
Which is too unkind; 
And ſome do ſuppoſe him, 
Poor Thing, to be blind: 


But if neꝰ er ſo eloſe ye wall him, | 
Blind Love, if ſo ye call him, +, 3 


(6) 


Do the beſt that ye may, 
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Fe will find out the Way. 
You may train the Eagle 


_ To ſtoop to your Fiſt ; 
Or you may inveigle _ 5 


The Phoenix of the Eaſt; 


The Lioneſs you may move her 


To give o'er her Prey: 


But you'll never ſtop a Lover, 


Love will find out bis Way. 


5 0 N G 173. In C EER 8 Love! in a Riddle. 


HAT Woman cba d do, 1 have try'd to be free, 
Yet do what I can, 


I find I love him, and tho he flies me, | 


Still, till he's the Man: 


They tell me at once, he to Twenty wol "WY 5 


When Vows are ſo ſweet, who the Falſhood can fear 2 
So ͤ when you have ſaid all you Can, 
Still, —ſtill he's the Man. 


3 caught him once making Love to a Maid, 


WMWWhen to him ran, 
He turn'd, and he kiſs'd me, then who cow upbraid. | 


80 oil a Man? 


The next Day I found to a Third be was kind, 


1 rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind; 


So let me do what J can, 
Still, — ſtill he's the Man. 


All the World bids me beware of his Art; 3 
I do what I can; 

But he has taken ſuch hold of my Heart, 
1 Goubt he's the Man!: 1 75 


(249). 

| 80 ſweet are his Kiſſes, his Looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his Faults, but if none I can find, 
Who can do more than they can ? 

He, ſtillis the Man. 


SONG 174. | 


HE Men of Pleaſure, 
Who count the Seizure 
Ot Virgin's Treaſure _ 
A pleaſing Tak : 
No ſooner gain it, 
But they refrain it, 
1 Nay, oft diſdain it, 
N For t 'other F laſk, 


1 8 0 N 6 175. VVV 1 


2 

ow hard is the Fate of all Womankind, | 

For ever ſubjected, for ever confin'd, 7 5 
Our Parents controul us until we are Wives. : jr 
Our Huſbands enſlave us the reſt of our Lives. 
If fondly we love, yet we dare not reveal, j 
But ſecretly languiſh, compell'd to conceal; 7 
Deny'd ev'ry Freedom of Life to enjoy, 1 
We' re blam'd if we're kind, condemn'd if w we're cop. | f. 


SONG 176. | 


I Right as Phabei in her Glory, 5 . 
Is my Charmer's glittering 825 — 
Far excelli g Goddeſs Flora, | ji 
When in Spring ſhe does ariſe, | _ 


Foairer than the faireſt Lillies, — 
Bright as Silver is her Hair. 
Sauch Delights in charming Phillies, 
Never, never could appear. | 
Her ſweet Cheeks docauſe the Roſes | 
To bow down unto the Stalk, _ 
Shameful makes the bluſhing Poſies | — 
When ſhe dots in Gardens walk. I will 
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(18) 
I will build my dear a Bower, 
dhe ſhall have a fragrant Couch, 
Made of all tue ſwecteſt Flowers, | 
Where no Daugers ſhall her touch. 


Should Im ke a Crown of Roſes, 
When her Hands the ſame receives, 
Then 'twould be like fading Poſies, 
Or a Heap of wither'd Leaves. 


Ius ſhe does ſurpaſs all Nature, 
She is prudent, chaſte, and wiſe ; 
Sure ſhe's not a Mortal Creature, 
But a Goddeſs in diſguiſe, | 


SONG 19, 


OU little blind Deceiver go, 
And tell thy beauteous Mother, 
A ſtrong Reſentment I will ſhew, 
Since ſhe does love another, 


What tho” her Air and Shape' 5 divine, 
Vet till I can withſtand her, 

Pl make the ſporting Youth repine, 
And ſhew him I'm Commander. 


But if true Love hath no I ffect 
On that delightful Treaſure, 
The Power I have I'll not neglect, 
But ſeize her at my Pleaſure, 


SONG 178. 


OME from the Groves each Goddeſs, 
Tune up your ſweet Hautboys, 
35 to the Voice of Muſick, 

| Make an harmonious Noiſe : 


Sing her for whom J languiſh, 
The charming Song approve ; 

Sing on till Fowe grow jealous, 
And envy me my Love, 


Flera, 
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( 119 ) 

| Flora, thou charming Goddeſs, 

In all thy Bloom appear, 

Put on again freſh Garlands, 
Begin once more the Year, 


N thyſelf to Pomona, 
With Flowers adorn the Ground ; 


- 


Lt Spring remain for ever, 


With Youth and Beauty crown 'd. 


s Let little Birds thro* Meadows 


All tune their warbling Throats, 
While bubling Water echo's 


; [ The Muſick of their Notes. 
[ Sing her for whom I languiſh, 


Tue charming Song approve ; 
Sing on till Fowe grow jealous, 
And envy me my Love. 


SONG 179. 


[A Two-Part Song. * 


de. A ND canſt thou leave thy Nancy, 
And quit thy Native Shore ? 


. r 
tee, 


It comes into my Fancy 


I ne'er ſhall ſee thee more. 


1 He. Yes, I muſt leave my Nancy, 
"To humble haughty Sparn, 


Let Fears ne'er fill thy Fancy, 
For we ſhall meet again. 


 $he. Amidſt the foaming Billows, 
Where thundring Cannons roar, 

' You'll think on theſe green Willows, 
And wiſh yourſelf on Shore. 


He. I fear no Land or Water, 5 
I fear no Sword or Fire, 


z But ſweet Revenge and Slaughter 
Are all chat | deſire. { 
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N. Bile grealy Joan doth b lim the. Por. 


(120) 


She. May guardian Gods protect thee 
From Water, Fire and Steel, 

And may no Fears affec thee, 
Like thoſe which now I feel, 


He. I leave to Heay'n's Protection, 


My Lite, my only Dear, 


0 You have my ſole Affection, 


80 ** conclude me here. 


80 N G 180. Spring. By SHAKESPEAR, it 
_ Love's Labour loſt. 


HEN Dazies oy'd, and Violets blue, 
And Cuckow- Buds of yellow Hue, 


And Lady's Smocks all Silver white, 


Do paint the Meadows with Delight ; 


The Cuckow then on every Tree, 


Mocks married Men, for thus ſings he, 
Cuckow, Cuckow, O] Word of Fear, 
Unpleaſing to a married Ear. 


When Shepherds pipe on Oaten Straws, 


And merry Larks are Plowmen's Clocks, 
When Turtles tread, and Books and Daws, 

And Maidens bleach their Summer Smocks z 
The Cuckow then on every Tree, 


Mocks married Men, for thus ſings he, 


Cuckoww, Cuckow, O! Word of Fear, 
_ Unpleaſi ing to a married Ear, 


S 0 N G 181. Vinter. By SHAKESPEAR, in 
C0ove's Labour loſt, 


HEN Iſieles hang by the Wall, 
And Dick the Shepherd blows his Nails D 
And Tom bears Logs into the Hall, 
And Milk comes frozen hon'e in * 
When Blood is ni t, and Ways be foul, 


Then nightly ſings the ſta: ing Owl, 


Tu-whit ! to-whoo ! 
A merry Note, 
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When all aloud the Wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the Parſons Sow $ 
And Birds fit brooding in the Snow, 
And Marian's Noſe looks red and raw; 
When roaſted Crabs hits in the Bowl, 
'T hen nightly ſings the ſtaring Owl, 
Tu-awhit ! to-wwhoo ! 
A merry Note, 
77 hile greaſy Joan aath keel the Pot, 


SONG 182. It Gav's Beggar' s Opera: 


ERE I laid on Greenland's Coat, 
And in my Arms embrac'd my Laſs, 


Warm amidf eternal F roſt, 


Loo ſoon the half Year's Night would paſs, 
Mere I ſold on Indian Soil, 


Soon as the burning Day was clos'd, 
I would mock the ſultry | oil, _ 
When on my Charmer's Breaſt repos'd. 


T would love you all the Day, 
Every Night we'd kiſs and play, 


If with me you'd fondly tray, 


Over the Hills and far away. 


SONG 183. In Gr Bean gar's Opera. 


AN may eſcape from Rope and Gun, 
Nay, ſome have outliv'd the Doctor's Pill; 


Who takes a Woman muſt be undone, 
That Baſiliſk is ſure to kill: 


The Fly that fips Treacle is loft in the Sweets, 
So he that taſtes Woman, Woman, Woman, 


So he that taſtes Woman Ruin meets. 


CEAONG: 18. 


\ HE Youth whom I, to ſave would die, 


Surpaſſes all Deſire; 
| Love" s fatal Dart enflamesmy Heart, 
And ſets it all on Fire. | 
G 


3 
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„ 
The plaintive Dove, without her Love, 
Thus mourns like me oppreſt ; 
But when her Mate arrives, tho” late, 
Joy triumphs in her Breaſt, = 


SONG 185. In Cars Beggar's Opera. 


FOuth's the Seaſon made for Joy, 
Love is then our Duty, 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her Beauty, 
Let's be gay, | | 
While we may. +] 
Beauty's a Flow'r deſpis'd in Ts | ET 
Youth's the Seaſon, &c. 


Let us drink and ſport To- day, 
Ours is not To-morrow, _ 
Love with Youth flies ſwift away, 

* is nought but Sorrow; 
Dance and ſing, 
Time's on the Wing, 

5 Lite never knows the returning Spring. 
Let us drink, &C. 


: 8 ON G 186. 1s Gax's Beggar's Opera. 
OW cruel are the Traitors, 
Who lie and ſwearin Jeſt, 


'T'o cheat unguarded Creatures 
Of Virtue, Fame, and Keſt ! 


Whoever ſteals a Shilling, | 
Through Shame the Guilt coriceals, 
In Love the perjur'd Villain | 
With Boaſts the Theft reveals. 


Ns a RK." 


SONG 187. | 

5 5 Uſtom prevailing ſo long mongſt the rw, 
j | | (; Mak«s Caths eaſy Potions to ſleep on, — 
=: Which many, on gaining good Places, repeat, = 
1707 . Without e'er 1 to keep one: 1 
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For an Oath's ſeldom kept, as a Virgin's fair F ame 3 
A Lover's fond Vows ; or a Prelate's good Name; 
A Lawyer to 'Truth, a Stateſman from Blame 3 ; 

Or a Patriot Heart i ina Courtier. 


SONG 188. 


F all the Girls in our 'Town, 
Or black, or yellow, or fair, or brown, 
With their ſoft Eyes, and Faces ſo bright; 
Give me the Girl that's blyth and gay, 
As warm as June and as ſweet as May, 
With her Heart free and faithful as Light; 
What lovely Couple then could be 
So happy, and ſo bleſt as we? 
On whom eternal Joys would ſmile, 
And all the Hours of Life beguile, 
Entranc'd i in Bliſs each rapturous Night. 


'Y ONG 189. InGav's Beogar” 5 Opera, 


F Love the Virgin's Heart inv ade, 
How, like a Moth, the ſimple Maid 
Still plays abgyt the Flame; 
If ſoon ſhe be Mt made a Wife, | 
Her Honour's ang d. and then for Life, 
She's what I dare not name. 


SONG 190. 


E Minutes ſwiftly move, 
That bear me to my Love; 
When Phebe's near, 
I'm debonair, 

And happier far than 7owve- 

| Her every Charm 
Has Power to warm, 

The coldeſt Cynic's Brealt ; 
In each fond Sigh, 
My Wiſhes fly, 
To tell how 1 
In Abſence die, 


Tai of ay eee PE ; 
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8 0 N G 1015 | 
a7 LI. me a Powl, a mighty Bowl, 
| Large as my capacious Soul, 
| Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, | 
Large as my capacious Soul ; 3 
Vaſt as my Thirſt is: 
Let ĩt have Depth enough to be my Grave ; J 
I mean the Grave of all my Care, 
For I deſign to bury't there; 
Let it of Silver faſhion'd be, 
Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 
| Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres. 
As that bright Cup, as that bright Cup; 
Amongſt the Stars; _ 
Pill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as my CAPAcIOus Soul, 


8 0 N G 192, 1 
O M . chant up your Hearts, 
And call for your Quarts, 
And let there no Liquor be lacking; 
Mie have Money in Store, | 
And intend for to roar, 
Until we have ſent it all packing: | 
Then, Drawer, make haſte, 8 8 1 P 
And let no Time waſte, e | 
But give ev'ry Man his due ; ; 
Jo avoid all Trouble, 
Let each Man have double, 
Since he, that made ene, made two, . LET 
Since he, that made one, made two, | 


Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 

And call for your Wine, 
Tie that makes a Man to ſpeak truly, 
What Sot can refrain, | 
Or daily complain, 
That he, in his Drink, is unruly ? ? 


& Then 
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Without i it we periſh and die. 


C483) 
Then drink and be civil, 
Intending no Evil, 
If that you'll be ruled by me, 

For Claret and Sack 

We never will lack, 


Since he, that made two, made three, 
Since he, &C. 


The old Curmudgeon, 
Sits all the Day drudging 
At home, with brown Bread and ſmall bee; f 
With ſcraping damn'd Pelf, 
He ſtarveth himſelf, 


Scarce eats a good Mealin the Year : 


But we'll not do ſo, 
Howe'er the World go, 
Since that we have Money in Store; 0 
For Claret and Sack | 
We never will lack, _ 
Since be, that made three, made four, 


Since he, &c. 


Come, drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And call for your Wine; 
D'ye think, I'll leave you 'th' Lurch ? 
My Recke ning Pl pay, 
Ere I-go away, 


Z Or hang me as high as PauPs Church, 


Tho' ſome Men will ſay, 
This is not the Way 
For us in this World to thrive : 

"Tis no Matter for that, 
Let us have t'other Quart, 


Since he, that made four, made five, 


Since he, &c. 


A Pox of old Charon, 
His Brains are all barren, 


His Liquor (like Coffee) is dry; 


But we are for Wine, 
 *Tis a Drink more divine, 
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PT hen troll it about, 
Until 'tis all out, 
We'll affront him in ſpight of his Styx; 

If he grudges his Ferry, 
We'll drink and be merry, 


Since he, that made Ave, made fix, 
| Since he, &C, 


Put now the Time” $ come, 

That we all muſt go Home, 
Our Liquors all gone, that's for certain: 
Which makes me repine, 8 
That a Gad ſo divine, 

Won't give us one Cup at our parting 
But ſince all is paid, 

Let's not be diſmay'd, 

But fly to great Bacchus ink 3 
And chide him, becauſe | 

He made no better Laws, 

Cince he, that made fix, made ſeven, 
Eince he, that made fi is, made ſeven. 


SONG 193. 


Hv. s a Health to the King, and a laſting peace: 
May Faction be dumb, and Diſcord ceaſe: 

Come, hor us drink it while we've Breath, 

For there's no drinking after Death; 

And he that won't with this comply, Y 

Down among the dead Men, 

Down among the dead Men, 

| Down, dewn, down, down, 


Doaun among the dead Men let him lie. 


Now a Health to the Queen, and may ſhe long 
B' our firſt fair Toaſt, to grace our Song; 
Off w' your Hats, w' your Knee on the Ground, 
Take off your Bumpers all around; 

Aud he that will not drink his ary, 
Down among, Ke. 
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Let charming Beauty's Health go round, 


In whom celeſtial Joys are found ; 
And may Confuſion ſtill purſue = 
The ſenſeleſs Woman-hating Crew; 


And he that will this Health deny, 


Down among; &c. 


Here's thriving to Trade, and the commen. weal, 
And Patriots to their Country leil; | 


But who for Bribes gives Satan his Soul, 8 
May he ne' er laugh o'er a flowing Bowls 
And all that with ſuch-Rogues comply, 


Down among, &c. 


In fulling Boche, Joys I'll roll, 


Deny no Pleaſure to my Soul; 5 
Let Bacchas Health round ſwiftly move, 


For Bacchus is a Friend to Love; 
And he that does this Health deny, 


Down _ &c. 


: . „ 


8 O N G 104... By Dr. Parner, 


A Y Bacchus liking Eſicourt's Wine, 
A noble Meal beſpoke 1 
And, for the Gueſts that were to dine, 
Brought Comus, Love and Toke, 


The God near C#p:4 drew his Chair; 

And Joe near Comms plac'd ; | 

Thus Wine makes Love torget its LY. 
And Mirth exalts a Feaſt, 


The more to pleaſe each ſprightly God, 


Each iweet engaging Grace, 


Put on ſome loaths to come abroad, 


And took a Waiter's Place. 


Then Cupid nam'd at every Glaſs 
A Lady of the Sky, 

While Bacchus ſwore he'd drink the Laſe, f 
And had it 8 high. 5 


64 


Ft 


— 


) 
Fat Commu: toſt his Brimmer 0 er, 
And always got the moſt ; 


For 7oke took Care to fill him more, 
Whene'er he miſt the Toaſt. 


They call'd, and drank at every Touch, 
Then fill'd and drank again; 
And if the Gods can take too much, 
Tis faid they did ſo then. 


Free Jeſts run all the Table round, 
And with the Wine conſpire, 

(While they by ſly Reflection wound) 
To ſet their Heads on Fire. 


Gay Bacchus little Cupid flung, 

By reck' ning his Deceits : 

And Cupid mock'd his ſtamm'ring Tongue; 
With all his ſtaggering Gaits. 


Toke droll'd on Comus' greedy Ways, 
And Tales withont a Jeſt, 

W. hile Camus call'd his witty . 
But Waggeries at beſt. 


Such Talk ſoon ſet them all at odd, "I, 
And had I Homer's Pen, 

I'd fing ye how they drank like Gods; 
And how they fought like Men, 


Jo part the Fray, the Graces fly, 

Who made them ſoon agree; 

Ard had the Furies ſelves been nigh, 
They ſtill were three to three. 


Bacchus appear'd, rais'd Cupid up, 
And gave him back his Pow, 
But kept ſome Dart to ſtir the Cup 
Where Sack and Sugar flow, 


Jose taking Camus roſy Crown, 
In Triumph wore the Prize, 

And thrice in Mirth he puſll'd hin down, 
As thrice he frove to riſe,” 


Then 


Tas) * 
Then Cupid ſought the Myrtle Grove, 
Where Venus did recline, 

And Beauty, cloſe embracing Love, | 

* They join'd to rail at Wine. 

And Comus, loudly curſing Wit, 
| Roll'd off to ſome Retreat, 

Where boon Companions gravely lit 

3 In fat unweildy State. 

Bacchus and Joke, who ſtay behind, 
Poor one freſh Glaſ prepare; 
They kiſs, and are exceeding kind, 

And vow to be ſincere. 


But part in Time, whoever hear 

5 This our infratiive Song:; 
For tho ſuch Friendſhips may be 3 
| 3 hey c can t continue 15 


SONG 195. 


N Dgeles ſurly att proud, 
Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon Youth, | 

Delighted in Wine that was good, 
hecauſe in good Wine there was Truth; 

But growing as poor as a Fob, 
Unable to purchaſe a Flaſk, 

ie choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 

And liv'd by the Scent of the Caſk: 


| Heraclitus ne er would deny, | 
A Bumper to cheriſh his Heart; 
And when he was maudlin onde cry, 
Hhecauſe he had empty'd his Quart: 
© Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh'to think, 
He wept at Men's Follies and Vice, 
I as only his Cuſtom to drink,  _ 
Iull the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes, 


 Demecritus always was. glad 1 AT 

I To tipple and cheriſh his Soul; 
Would laugh like a Man that was mad, 

When over a good flowing Carty. 
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( 130 ) 
As long a8 his Cellar was ſtor'd, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he was drunk as a Lord, | 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Wiſe Solon, who carefully gave 


Good Laws unto Athens of Old, 
And thought the rich Cræſus a Slave, | 
(Tbo' a King) to his Coffers of Gold; 
He delighted in plentiful Bowls ; _ 

But drinking, much Talk would 8 


Becauſe twas the Cuſtom of Fools, 


To prattle much over their Wine. 


Old Socrates ne'er was content, 
Till a Bottle had heighten'd Lis Joys, 
Who in's Cups to the Oracles went, 

Or he ne'er had been counted ſo Wiſe: 


f Late Hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 


Made Wine the Delight of his Life. | 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd, 
Such a damnable Scold of a Wife, 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his Parts, 
Who tutor'd the Bully of Ram, 

- Grew wiſe o'er his Cups and his Quarts, 
Which he drank like a Miſer at Home; 


And, to ſhew he lov'd Wine that was good. 


To the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his Bath with his Blood, 
So fancy'd he dy d in his Claret. 


Pythagoras did Silence enjoin 


I 


On his Pupils who Wiſdom would ek * 
Becauſe he tippled good Wine, | 


Till himſelf was unable to rok» 
And when he was whimfical grown 
With ſipping his plentiful Bowls, 


By the Strength of the Juice in his Crown, 


He conceiv'd TO of ð Souls. 


| Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there. was Wiſdom i in Wi ine, 


5 And thought that a Cup of the beſt. 


Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine 3 15 
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(230) 
With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel; 


Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 


Turn'd round like a Chariot Wheel, 


; Ariſtotle, that Maſter of Arts, 


Had been but a Dunce without Wine, 


And what we aſcribe to his Parts 


Is due to the Juice of the Vine; 


His Belly, molt Writers agree, 


Was as big as a watering Trough ; 


He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 


n he'd have Liquor enough. 


When Pyrrho had taken a Glaſs, 


He ſaw that no Object appear d 


Exactly the ſame as it was 


Before he had liquor d his Beard: 
For things running round in his Drink, 


Which ſober he motionleſs found, 
Occaſion'd the Sceptic to think 


There was nothing of Truth to be found. 


Old Plato was reckon'd Divine, 


He fondly to Wiſdom was prone ; 


5 But had it not been for good Wine, 


His Merits had never been known. 


By Wine we are generous made, 


It furniſhes Fancy with Wings, 


Without it we ne*er ſhould have had 


Philoſophers, Poets, or * 


SONG 196. 


* Owe Backus, when merry beftriding his ra, 


Proclaimed a neighbourly Feaſt ; 


The firſt that appear'd was a Man of the Gown, 


A jolly Parochial Prieſt ; 


| He filed up his Bowl, drank a Health to the Church; 


Preferring is to the King, 


55 Altho' he long ſince had left both i in the Lurch, 


Yet he canted hke oy 2 


The 
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113) —_ 
T he next was a talkative Blade (whom we call | = 
A Doctor of the Civil Law) 
. He guzzled and drank up the Devil and all, 
As faſt as the Drawer could draw; _ 
But a Health to all Nobles he ſtifly deny” d, 
T ho' luſtily he could ſwill, | 
Becauſe, ſtill the faſter the Quality "\ _ 
41 brought the more Griſt to his Mill, 


The next a Phyſician to Ladies and Lords, 
Who eaſes all Sicknefs and Pain, 
And conjures Diſtempers away with hard Words, 
Which he knows is the Hea4 of his Gain 
He Riep'd from his Coach, fll d his Cup to the Brim, 
And quaffing, did freely ee, 
That Bacchus who gave us ſuch Cordial to drink, 
Was a better Phyfician than he. 


. The next was a Juſtice who never read Law, 
With twenty ſnformers behind, 
On Free- coſt he tippled, and ſtill bil them draus, 
Till his Worſhip had drank himſelf blind ; 
Ihen recling away they rambled in Queſt 
Of Drunkards and Jilts of the Town, 
That they might be puniſh'd to frighten the reſt, 
Except they would drop him a Crown. 


The fifth was a tricking Attorney at Law. 

Hy Tallymen chiefly employ'd, 

W h o lengthen'd his Bill with co by and manvdrany, ; 
And a thouſad ſuch Items befide; | 
The Healths, that he drank, were to Weſminſter- Hall, 

And toa'l the Grave Dons of the Gown : 3 

Nene! in Petro, durendum in Paul, 

Such Latin ſure never was known. 


The laſt that appear'd was a Soldier in red, 
With his Hair doubled under his Hat, 0 
Who was by his Trade a fine Gentleman made, 
7 Tho' as hungry and poor as a Rat; 
He ſwore by his God, though he liv'd by his King, 

Or the Help of ſome impudent Punk, 
That he would not depart, till he made the Butt ſin g, 

And himſelf moſt confoundedly drunk, 
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SONG 197. 
T7 Ulcan, contrive me ſuch a i Cup 
”_ As Neſtor us'd of old; 
2 Shew all thy Skill to trim it up, 
: Damaſk it round with Gold 


f 1 | Make it ſo large, that fill'd with ce. 
| Op to the ſwelling Brim, 


Vaſt Toaſts, on the delicious Lake, 
Like Ships at Sea may ſwim. 


ngrave not Battle on his Cheek, 

1 With War ['ve nought to do; 
I'm none of thoſe that took Maeſtrecht, 
Nor Yarmouth Leaguer knew. 


Let it no Name of Planets tell, 

Fix'd Stars or Conſtellations; . 
For I am no Sir Sydrophel, 

Nor none of his Relations. 


But carve thereon a ſpreading Vine, 
Then add two lovely Boys; 
Their Limbs in am'rous Folds intwine, | 
The Type of future Joys, 1 | 
Cpid and Bacchus my Saints are, * 
May Drink and Love ſtill reign; 
With Wine I waſh away my Care, 
And then to Love again, „ 


SONG 198. i 


F any ſo wiſe is, 
4 That Sack he deſpiſes, 
Let him drink his Small-Beer, and be ſober 3 1 
Whilt we drink Wine and fing, 
As if it were Spring, 
He ſhall droop like the Trees 1 in Oaeber. 


But beſure over Night 
If this Dog do you bite, | 
You take it henceforth for a Warning 3 * 
Soon as out of your Bed, 
1.0 ſettle your Head, 
Take a Hair of his ail in the Morning, 
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Loet Apollo's Example invite us, 


And dix Tunes after Supper. 5 


3 ( 134 ) 
And be not ſo filly, 
To follow old Lilly, 


For there's nothing but Wine that can tune us. 


Let his Ne A ueſcas 
Be put in his Cap- Caſe, 


5 And ſing — vi num . 


SONG 199. 


E'll drink, and we'll never have done, Boys, 
Put the Glaſs then around with the Sun, hop | 
For he's drunk ev'ry Night, | 
That makes him ſo bright, 
That he's able next Morning to light us. 


Drinking's a Chriſtian Diverſion, 


Unknown to the Turk and the Perf dan; F- 


Let Mahometan Fools, 
Live by heatheniſh Rules, 


And dream o'er their Tea-Pots and Coffee ; 3 


While the brave Britons ſing, 
And drink Health to the King, 


And a Fig for their Sultan and Sophy. 


SONG 200. 


WAS i in the Land of Cyder, 
At a Place call'd Brampton Bryan, 


Such a Trick was play'd 
Twixt a Man and Maid, 


as all the Saints crx d fie on. 


For gentle John and Suſan 
Were oft at Recreation; 


To tell the Truth, * 
This vig'rous Vouth 


Caus d a dreadful Se e 
Both Morning, Noon, and Night, Sir, 


Briſk John was at her Crupper; 
He got in her Geers | 
Five Times before Prayers 
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( 135 165 
John, being well provided, 
So coy did ſolace her, 
That Szſan's Waſte, 

So ſlackly lac d, 
Shew'd Signs of Babe of Grace, S. 


But when the Knight perceived 
That Sz/an had been ſinning, 
And that this Laſs 

For want of Grace. 

Lov'd Kiſſing more than Spinning; 
To cleanſe the Houſe from Scandal, 
And filthy Fornication; 
Of all ſuch Crimes 
Io ſhew the Times 

His utter Deteſtation; | 8 
He took both Bed and Bolſter, 1 
Nay, Blankets, Sheets, and Pillows, 

With Jobuny's Frock, 
And Saſan's Smock, 

And burnt them in the Kila-houle. 


And every vile Utenſil 
On which they had been wicked ; 
As Chairs, Joint-ſtools, _ 
Old Trunks, Cloſe-ſtools, 
And eke the Three - legg'd Cricket. 
But had each Thing defiled 
Been burnt at Brampton Bryan, 
We all muſt grant * 
The Knight would want 
Himſelf a Bed to lie on. 


SONG 201. 


D Egone, Old Care, I prichee begone om me; 
Begone, Old Care, you and I ſhall never * : 
Long Time have you been vexing me, | 
And fain you would me kill, 
But efaith, Old Care, 
Tho 1 never ſhall have a wi, 
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„ 
Too much Care will make a young Man look grey, 
And too much Care will turn an old Man to Clay: 
Come, you ſhall dance, and J will ing, 
So merrily we will play : 
For I hold it one of the wiſeſt Things | 
To drive Old Care away, 


SONG 202. 


HY, Lycidas, ſhou'd Man be vain, | 
If bounteous Heaven hath made him great? 1 | 
5 Why look with inſolent Diſdain 
On thoſe undeck'd with Wealth and State ? 


Can ſplendid Robes, or Beds of Down, 
Or coſtly Gems to deck the Hair; 
Can all the Glories of a Crown, 
_ Give Health or ſmooth the Brow of Care? 


The ſcepter'd Prince, the burden'd Slave, 
The Humble and the Haughty die; 

The Poor, the Rich, the Baſe, the Brave, 
In Duſt without Diſtinction He. | 


| Go ſearch the Tombs where Monarchs reſt, 
Who once the richeſt Glories BE. 


F jed is that Grandeur they poſſeſs d, 
And all their Greatneſs is no more. C 


80 glides the Meteor thro' the Sky, 
And ſweeps along a gilded Train, 
But when its ſhort-liv'd Beauties die, 
Diſſolres to common Air ig. 


80 N Y 203. By Mr. Worsxvrv. 


M Reedom is a real Treaſure, 

1 Love a Dream, all falſe and vain, 

Sort, uncertain is the Pleaſure, 
Sure and laſting is the Pain. 

A ſincere and tender Paſſion 

Some ill-Planet over- rules; 

Ah, how blind is Inclination! 
52 and Women doat on F ook. 
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SONG 204: 
Mbition never me ſeduc'd 
To ſoar on Fortune's painted Wing; 
Fr ar humbler Motives ſtrong induc'd 
To haunt, unvex'd, the Muſes Spring, 
Some rural Cott, where Angel Peace 
Mild o'er the Soul her Influence ſheds : 
Where Pleaſures flow with gay Increaſe, - 
. And ſport at Eaſe on Roſy Beds. 
Where Silvan Scenes the Fancy raiſe, 
: Exalt the Soul, improve the Lay; 
Where fanning Zepyrs ſooth the Blaze 
Of Summer's fercely-darting Day. 
The dimpled Stream, the winding Shade, 
The Lawn in chearing Verdure dreſs'd, 
Th' afpiring Hill, the. tufted Glade ; _ 
Soft Themes ſhou'd pleaſing Thoughts ſoggeſt, 
a: = Then rais'd to Extaſy, I'd hail | 
The ſweetly-awful rural Powers, 
Invite, if artleſs Sounds prevail, : 
Gay Wood-nymphs from their Jes mine Bowers, | 
Rich in myſelf, I'd frown on Gold, 33 
And far the treacherous Gewgaw throw: 
With Pity's melting Eye behold — 
The idle buſtling Crowd below. 


Ah me! how in romantic Seats 

Does my deluded Fancy. ſtray ! 
Too tranſient viſionary Sweets, 

That ſudden Gleam, that fades away. 
Thus ſportive to the Mind, in Sleep, 
Caſcades, Rocks, Coiches, Guineas riſe ; 
Break but the Charm, the glitt' ring Heap, | 
And all the wild Creation dies. 


8 ON G 205. In Gay? s Beggar's Opera, 


IS Woman that ſeduces all Mankind ; 5 

By her we are firſt taught the Wheedling Arts : 5 
Her very Eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of our Money with our Hearts. Fe 


For 


(138) 
For her, like Wolves by Night, we roam for Prey, . 
And practiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe her Charms: [2 
For <uits of Love, like Law, are won by Pay, = 
And Beauty muſt be fee'd into our Arms. 


SONG 206. 


Lovely Laſs to a Friar came, 

To confeſs in the Morning early ; ; 
In what, my Dear, are you to blame ? ? 
Come own it all ſincerely. 

T've done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a Lad who loves me dearly. 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover, 

'Then you to Rome for that muſt go, 
There Diſcipline to ſuffer; 

Lack-a- day ! Sir, if it muſt be bs 

Pray ſend with me my Lover. 


No, no, my Dear, you do but dream, 
We'll have no double Dealing ; 
But if with me you'll repeat the fame, 35 
I'll pardon your paſt From 
I muſt own, Sir, tho' I bluſh for Shame | 

That your Penance 1 is prevailing. 


Oo 207. 


Ran' porting are the ſol; a Joys 
I Which faithful Love beſtows ; 
All other Pleaſures are but Toys, 
Which yield to faint Repoſe: 
Thus when Iipy 
My Charmer nigh, 

My tender Glances prove, 
That not a Part 
Pf this fond Heart, 
But teams all o'er with Love. 


7 


SONG 
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g A 


SONG 1 


ET Ainbition fire thy Mind, 

Thou wert born o'er Men to reign : 
Not to follow Flocks defig n'd, | 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, | 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhalt tread ; iy 
* Toys in Circles, Joys ſhall meet, | 
Which Way ioe'er thy Fancy's led. 
Let not Toils of Empire fright, 
Toils of Empire Pleaſures are; 
Thou ſhalt only know Delight, 
All the Joy but not the Care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleſſings I beſtow, 

Joyful I'll aſcend the Skies, | 5 
F thou ſhalt mp below: f 
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SONG 2097. 


L O W . on, ye Winds, deſcend ſoft Ruin . 
To ſooth my tender Grief; | | 
Your ſolemn Muſick lulls my Pains, 

And gives me ſhort Relief, 


In ſome lone Corner would I fit, 

Retir'd from human Kind; - 

Since Mirth, nor Show, nor farkling wit, 
Can pleaſe my anxious Mind. 


Ihe Sun which makes all Nature gays 
TLorments my weary Eyes; 
And in dark Shades I Fond the Day, 
Where Eccho ſleeping lies, 

The ſparkling Stars which gayly ſhine, 
And glitt'ring deck the Night, 
hrs all ſuch cruel Foes of mine, 
I ſicken at their Sight, 


SONG 


(140) 


SONG 210. 
O F all the ſimple Things we do 
To rub over a whimfical Life, 

There's no one Folly is fo true, 
As that very bad Bargain a Wife. 
VWe'rejult like a Mouſe in the Trap, 
Or Vermin caught in a Gin 
We ſweat, and fret, and try to eſcape, 

And curſe the ſad Hour we came in. 


I gam'd, and drank, and play'd the Fool, 
And a thouſand mad Frolicks more; 
I rov'd, and rang'd, deſpis'd all Rule, 
hut II never was married before; 
This was the worſt Plague could enſue, 
I'm mew'd in a ſmoaky Houſe ; 
I us'd to tope a Bottle or two, 
But now tis ſmall Beer with my Spouſe. 
My darling Freedom crown'd my Joys, 
And I never was vex'd in my Way: 
If now I croſs her Will, her Voice 
Makes my Lodging too hot for my Stay: 
Like a Fox that is hamper'd, in vain 5 
I fret gut my Heart and Soul 
Walk to and fro the Lengtli of my Chain, 
Then am forc'd to creep into my Hole. 


SONG 211. 
A Cobler there was, and heliv'd in a Stall. 
Which ſerv'd him for Parlour, for Kitchen and 
{ Hall. . YT OY . 
No Coin in his Pocket, nor Care in his Pate, | 
No Ambition had he, nor Duns at his Gate. 
Derry down, down, down, derry down, _ 
Contented he work'd, and he thought himſelf happy, 
If at Night he could purchaſe a Jug of Brown Nappy : 
How he'd laugh then, and whiſtle, and fing too moſt ſweet, 
| Saying, juſt to a Hair I have made both Ends meet, 
Derry down, dawn, &c, : et FN ON 
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: And now in Good-Will I adviſe as a Friend, 
All Coblers take warning by this Cobler's E 3 


EKeep your Hearts out of Love, for we find by what' $ paſt, 7 
That Love brings us all to an End at the Laſt. 


; Wu FE Town's brimful of F olly, 


Tell me, Damon, where's the Pleaſure 
Of beſtowing Time and Treaſure, 


© Tell me, &c. e 


( 141 ) 

But Love, the Diſturber of High and of Low, 
That ſhoots at the Peaſant as well as the Beau; ' 
He ſhot the poor Cobler quite thro' the Heart | 
I wiſh he had hit ſome more nous Part. f 
Derry down, down, &c. | 
It was from a Cellar this Archer did play, h 
Where a buxom young Damſel continually lay; | 
Her Eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe &ery Day, : 
That ſhe ſhot the poor Cobler quite over the 11595 | - 
Derry down, down, &c. | g 
He ſung her Love Songs as he ſat at his Work, 0 
But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk: — 
Whenever he ſpake ſhe would flounce and weed leer, 1 
Which put the poor Cobler quite into ä 5 | g 
Derry down, down, 8 | | ; 
© He took up his Awl that he had in the World, | "I 
And to make away with himſelf was reſolv'd ; — 
Ne pierc'd thro' his Body inſtead of the Sole, . 
So the Cobler he dy'd, and the Bell it did toll. | 
Derry down, down, &c. | 


or ry a; down, &c. | | 
8 N G 212. 


And runs gadding after Poll, 
Let us take one chearful Glaſs. 


For to make one's Self an Aſs ?. 


i 
I am for Joys far leſs expenſive, | 
\ ; Where the Pleaſure's more extenſive, 
And from dull Attention free; _ {4 : 2 
Þ Where my Celia o'er a Bottle, == 395 
1 when tir'd with am'rous Prattle, 1 
Sing Old Songs as well as ne. Tell me, &c. 
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( 142 ) 
SONG 213. 


Have been in Love, and i in Debt, and i in Drink, 
This many and many a Year: 
And theſe are three Plagues, enough, [ ſhould think, 
For one poor Mortal to bear, 


T was Love made me fall into Drink, 


And Drink made me run into Debt ; 3 


And tho' J have ſtruggled, and ſtruggled, and ſtrove, 


I cannot get out of them yet. 


| There s nothing but Money can cure me, ; 


And rid me of all my Pain; 
'I'will pay all my Debts, 
And remove all my Letts ; "Ip 
And my Miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, 
Will love me, and love me again: 


. TI then Pl fall £ wy N and e again. 


SONG 214. 


JOME, follow, follow me, 

Ye fairy Elves that be, 
© tripping o'er the Green, 
Come, follow Mab your Queen: 

Hand in Hand we'll dance around, 
For all this Place is Fairy Ground. 


| When Mortals are at Reſt, 


And ſnoaring in their Neſt, 
Unheard and uneſpy d, 


Through Key-holes we do glide; ; 


Over Tables, Stools, and Shelves, 
We trip it with our Fairy Elves. 


And if the Houſe is foul, 
With Platter, Diſh, or Bowl, 


Up Stairs we nimbly creep, 


And find the Sluts aſleep; 
Then we pinch their Arms and Thighs 3 


None us "Ns © and n none us ſpies, 


LY 


But 


( 143 x 
But if the Houſe be 8 
And from Uncleanneſs kept, 
Me praiſe the Houſhold Maid, 
| 1 | And ſurely ſhe is paid; 
2 Every Night before we go, 
We drop a Teſter in her Shoe. 
Then o'er a Muſhroom's Head 
Our Table- Cloth is ſpread ; 
A Grain of Rye, or bent, 
Ihe Diet that we eat; 
Pearly Drops of Dew we drink, 
4 In Acorn Cups, fill'd to the Brink. 
The Brains of N ightingales, 
With unctuous fac of Snails, 
mess two Cockles ſtew d, 
Is Meat that's eas'ly chew'd ; | 
| And Brains of Worms, and Marrow of Mice, 
Do make a Feaſt that's wond'rous nice. 


| The Graſhopper, Grat, and F ly, 
Serve for our Minftrelly ; "bs 
Grace ſaid, we dance a while, 

. 4 And ſo the Time beguile ; | 

But if the Moon doth hide her Head, 

The Glow- Worm lights us home to Bed. 


= Ober Tops of Dewy Graſs 
So nimbly we do paſs, 
; 'The young and tender Stalk 
= Ne' er bends where we do Walk ; — 
1 | Yer i in the Morning may be ſeen, 
1 | Where we the Ni iggt before have been. 


4 8 ON G 215. The Thief ok the Cordelier. 
"By Mr. PRriok. 


| g \D HO has e'er been at Paris, muſt needs know 
4 the Grewe, | 
The fatal Retreat of th? unfortunate Worb: Ip 5 


Where Honour and Juſtice moſt oddly contribute, 
9 To eaſe Heroes Pains by a Halter and Gibbet. 
* Derry down, down, hy hy down. . 
1 - They. 


it 
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And the King and the Law, and the Thief has his own; 


A Norman, tho' late, was oblig'd to appear: 
And who to aſſiſt but a Grave Cordelier? 


- Seem'd not in great Haſte, that the Show ſhould begin ; 
Now fitted the Halter, now travers'd the Cart; 


Derry down, &c. 


Vou murder'd, are ſorry, and have been confeſt. 


And Things will go better, believe me, to-morrow. 


5 ( 144 ) 8 

There Death breaks the Shackles, which Force had put on: 

And the Hangman compleats what the judge but begun: 

There the Squire of the Pad, and the Knight of the Poſt, 
Find their Pains no more balk'd, and their Hopes no more 
Derry down, &c. 7 D Leroſt. 

Great Claims are there made, and great Secrets are known 


But my Hearers cry out, what a Duce doſt thou ail? 
Put off thy Reflections, and give us thy Tale. 


.- Derry down, &c, 


Twas there then, in civil Reſpect to harſh Laws, N UT 
And for want of falſe Witneſs to back a bad Cauſe, 14 


Derry down, &, 55 5 
The ' Squire whoſe good Grace was to open the Scene, 


And often took Leave, but was loth to depatrtt. 4 


What frightens you thus, my good Son? ſays the Prieſt * 


O Father! my Sorrow will ſcarce ſave my Bacon, 


For 'twas not that I murder'd, but that 1 was taken, 


Derry down, cke. „„ 
Pough ? prithee ne'er trouble thy Head with ſuch Fancies ? 


Rely on the Aid you ſhall have from St. Francis: 
If the Money you promis'd be brought to the Cheſt ; 


You have only to die, let the Church do the reſt. 
Derry down, &C. %% WD 
And what will Folks ſay, if they ſee you afraid ? 


It reflects upon me, as I knew not my Trade: 


Courage, Friend ; to-day is your Period of Sorrow ; * 


Derry down, cc. „ 
To- morrow? our Hero reply'd in a Fright : 
He that's hang'd before Noon, ought to think of to-night. 


0 ... = 


Tell your Beads, quoth the Prieſt, and be fairly truſs'd up; 


For you ſurely to-night ſhall in Paradiſe ſup, 


" Oerry doæun, &c. 5 Alas 
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Derry down, &c. 


That I would, quoth the F wks and thank ye to 5557 ; 
But our Actions, you know, with our Duty muſt ſuit. 
The Feaſt, I propos'd to you, I cannot taſte : 


| ( 145 ) | 
Alas ! quoth the Squire, howe'er ſamptuous the Treat, 
Parblue, I ſhall have little Stomach to eat: 


1 ſhould therefore eſteem it great Favour and Grace, 
Wou'd you be ſo kind as to 80 in my Place. . 


For this Night, by our Order, o mark'd for a Faſt. 


Derry down, &c. 


Then turning about to the Hangman, he ſaid, 

Diſpatch me, I pray thee, this troubleſome Blade : 
For thy Cord, and my Cord, both equally tie, 
And we live by the Gold, for which other Men die. 


Derry W &c. 


SONG » 


HE Stone, that all Things turns at w. in 
To Gold, the Chymilt craves; _ 
But Gold, without the Chy miſt's Skill, 
Turns all Men into Knaves. 
And a cheating they æuill go, &c. 


The Merchant wou'd the Courtier cheat, 
W lien on his Goods he lays _ 

Too high a Price —but, faith he” s bit, 
For a Courtier never pay 8. 

And a cheating, &c. 


The Lawyer with a Face Se 
Hangs him who ſteals your Pelt ; 


Becauſe the good Man can endure | 


No Robber but himſelf. 


And a cheating, &c. 


Betwixt the Quack and Highw ayman, 

What Diff rence can there be? 
Tho' this with Piſtol, that with Ten, 

Both kill you for a Fee. 


Aud 4 cheating, &C- 


. 
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(146) 


The Hu⸗band cheats his. loving Wife; 


And to a Miſtreſs goes, ; 
While ſhe at home, to eaſe her Life, | 
Carouſes with the Beaus. 
And a cheating, &C, 


The Tenant doth the Steward ak: 


(So low this Art we find) 


The Steward doth his Lordſhip nick 


My Lord tricks all Mankind. 


And a cheating, &c. 
One Set there is, to whoſe fair Lot, 


No cheating Arts do fall, 


Ard thoſe are Parſons call'd, God wot, 
And ſo I cheat you all. 
—— a . & c. 


80 NG 21%, 


0 R TH from my dark and diſmal Cell, 
Or from the deep Abyſs of Hell, 


Mad Tom is come to view the World again, 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd Brain. 


Fears and cares oppreſs my Soul ; 
Hark ! how the angry Furies howl * , 


Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 


To ſee poor naked Tem of Bedlam mad. 


Through the World I wander Night and Day 
To find my firaggling Senſes, | 


In an angry Mood 1 met old Time, 


With his Pentateuch of Tenſes. 
When me he ſpies away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for no Man ; 


In vain with Cries I rend the Skies, 


For Pity 1s not common. 


Cold and comfortiels The, 


Help, help, or elſe I die ! 


Hark! I hear Apollo's Team, 
The Carman 'gins to whiſtle ; 
Chaſte Diana bends her Bow, 
And the Boar begins to briſtle. 
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come, 7 ulcan, with Tools and with Tackle; 


And knock off my troubleſome Shackle ; 


Bid Charles make ready his Wain, 
To bring me my Senſes again. 5 


Laſt Night I heard the Dog- Star bark, 
Mars met Venus in the Dark; 

Limping Vulcan heat an Iron: Bar, | 

And furiouſly made at the God of War ; 5 
Mars with his Weapon laid about, 


Limping Vulcan had got the Gout ; 


His broad Horns did ſo hang in his Ligkt, 


That he could not ſee to aim his Blows Paright, 


Mercury, the nimbleſt Poſt of Heaven, 


Stood ſtill to ſee the Quarrel ; 
Gorrel-belly'd Bacchus, Giant- like. 
hHeſtrid a Strong-beer Barrel; 


To me he drank whole Buts, 


Until he burſt his Guts, 
But mine was ne'er the wider. 
Poor Tom is very dry, 
A little Drink for Charity, 
Hark ! I hear Aatcon's Hounds, 
The Huntſman whoop and holloo ; 


Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, 
All the Chaſe do follow. 2 


The Man in the Moon drinks Claret. 


Eats powder'd Beef, Turnip, and Carrot, 
But a Cup of Malaga Sack, 


Will fire the Buſh at his Ba ck. 


SONG 218. 
Know I'm no Poet my Song it will ſhew 5 


My Sorrow it flows like a Spring; 


Altho' you may ſhame me, the World cannot blame me, 
Why I thus dolefully ſing. 


- Ps 
My Lofs it is great, and ſuch a Defeat, 


No Mortal had ever before; 

She had every Feature, a ſweet pretty Creature ; 
And what can Man ſay any more, 
Aud what can Man, &c. <4 


He 


Her 
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( 148 ) 


Her Lips they were of a true Coventry Blue, 


Her Hair ofa fine Boxw Dye; 
Her Stature was low, but her Noſe was not ſo, 
It was moſt delicate high : 
Her upper Lip thin, which fairly turn'd in, 
Her Teeth was as black as a Coal; 


Her under ſtood out, to receive from her Snout, 


The Droppings that fell from each Hole. 
The Dreppi:gs, &c. 


No Needle or Pin were more ſharp than her Chin, 


Which her Noſe did moſt lovingly meet, 


| Like Siſter and Brother, they kiſſed each other; 


It was a great Pleaſure to ſee't. EL 


No Globe could be found ſo perfectly round, 


As her Back was to all that did mind her; ce 
"wy 


To give her her Due, her Head turn'd like a SC 


1' ſtudy the Globe behind her. 
J 9 fiudy, &c. | 


Tho' ſome Teeth he wanted, the reſt were well planted, 


Cauſe Nature ſhould ſhow no Neglect; 

N hat in one ſhe deny d, ſhe in t'other ſupply'd, 
Becauſe there ſhould be no DefeR. 

'Tis common, you know, Teeth ſtand in a Row, 
The beſt and the neweſt Way; 

Yet, without doubt, her's ſtand in and out, 

As if they'd been dancing the „ 
As if they'd, &c. 


Her Breath ſtrong, one Leg mort, t'other long, 


To make up her perſect St ape, 


Her Cheeks were like Lezt, when tis almoſt ſpent, 


She had a delicate Face like an Ape; 


Her Skin might be taken for a G mmon of Bacon, 


Her Breaſts like a Trencher ſo flat; 


- She had a fine Mouth, which ſtood North and South ; 


Oh! ſhe'd delicate Eyes like a eat, 
Oh ! ſhe'd, &c. 


No I think it is meet to talk of her F. eet, 


_ I'll tell you how fine they were made; 


I you'll believe me, I will not deceive ye, 


They were the true __ of a Spade: 


80 


1 


6149) 
A So broad, and ſo flat, that when ſhe did pat, 
L So good a Guard ſhe did keep, 
1 With her Legs high and low, that when ſhe did g0, 
* You'dſwearſhe'db en playing Bo-peep. 
X You'd ſwear, &c. 
But this long Narration breeds ſuch Moleſtation, 
Within my unfortunate Breaſt, 
I'll now give it o'er, and ſo ſay no more, 
But leave you to gueſs at the reſt. 
Search the World ronnd, no ſuch can be found, 
& | So well ſhe pleaſed my Fancy; _ 
I ſhall pine all my Life, for the Loſs of my Wife, 
And there's an End of poor Nanq. 
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| And there” LE: 
SON G 219. 
1 'LL the World's i in Strife and Hurry, 
| = And the Lord knows when "twill ceale ; ; 
| 7 Some for Intereſt, ſome for Glory, 


Tho' their Tongues run all of Peace: 
Since the High Church then and Low 
Make our daily Miſchiefs grow, _ 
And the Great who ſit at the Helm in doubt, 
Are not ſure how quickly they may turn out: 


How bleſs'd is the happy he, 
Who from Town and the Faction that i is were! 15 fie; 3 
=: For Love, and no ill Ends, 
x Treats his Neighbours and h's F riends * 
He ſhall ever, in the Book of Fame, 
Fix with Honour a glorious Name. 


He that was the high Purſe Bearer, 
. At his Levee no Crowds you ſee; 
He that was the grand Cauſe-Hearer, 
Now no longer makes Decree : 
: Nay, to prove her wavering Evil, 
And that Fortune is the Devil: 
The Hero leading our Armies abroad., 
Whom they late did celebrate jike a God, 


H 3 >! | Scarce 


F 


Scarce has any to drink his Health, 


| What a whimſical World 1 is this! ! 


And I'll tell you before-hand, you find _— in t, 


And ] don't care a Pin if I get n by” t. 


. T he Lad th-t makes Love toa delicate ſmooth Thing, 


Moſt frequently makes much ado about N oth 


But ſoon as his Patience and Purſe are decay d 
He may to the Arms of a Whore be betray'd, 
For ſhe that has No-thing muſt needs be a Maid. 


( 150) 


Iſa Friend does not kindly pat it round by Stealth : : 
| A Whig is out of Grace, | 
And a Tory in his Place: 
Ridiles all, and ſomething i is amiſs, 


SONG 220. 


L. ſing you a Song that was never in Print, 
' Tis newly and truly come out of the Mint, 


Tol, lol, &c. 


'Tis nothing I think, 'tis nothing I write, 
*Tis nothing I court, 'tis nothing I Qlight, 


Tol, lol, &c. 


Fi ire, Air, Earth, and Water, Birds, Beaſts, Fiſh and Men, 
Did ſtart out of nothing, a Chaos, a Den, 
And all things muſt turn to N again. 


Tot, lol, Se. 


And hopes to obtain her by Sighing and So gs 


Tol, lol, &c. 


Tol, lol, &c. 
*Tis Nothing makes many Things often · times hit, 


' As when Fools among Wiſe Men do ſilently fit, 
The Fool that ſays — —. may A for a Wit, 


Tol, lol, &C. 


Wen firſt by the Ears we together did fall, 


Then Something got Nothing, and Nothing got all, 
From Nothing we came, and to Nothing we fall. 
To}. tot. 6. 


If any Man tax me with Weakneſs of Wit, 
And fays that on Nothing I notking have writ, 


I ſhell anſwer, Ex nibilo nibil fit, 


Tol, , Ke. 


1 e TBR3 
N But let his Diſcretion be never ſo tall, 
This very Word Nothing may give him a Fall, 


For in writing of Nothing I comprehend all. 
Tol, lol, &c. 


So let every Man give to the Poet 15 Due, 
For then 'twas with him, as tis now with you, 


2333 


ie wrote it when that he had | nothing to do, 
© Tal, lol, &c. 
A This very Word Nothing, if took the right Way , 
May be of Advantage, for what will you ſay, 
| When the Landlord he tells you chere W to pay ? 
Tol, lol, &, 


80 N G 223; 


[2 "Am 3 in Truth, | 
© A Country Youth, 
| 6: Unurd to London F aſhions ; ; 


3 Yet Virtue guides, 
And ſtill preſides 
Oi'er all my Steps and Paſſions, 
No courtly Leer, 
| But all ſincere, | 
No Bribe ſhall ever blind m me; 
=: If you can like 
A Torkfrire Tike, 
An honeſt Man you'll find me, 
Tho' Envy's Tongue, 
With Slander hung, 
Does oft bely our Country; 
No Men on Earth 
Boaſt greater Worth, 
Or more extend their Bounty. 
Our Northern Breeze 
With us agrees 
1 And does for Buſineſs fit us; 
7 In Public Cares, 
In Love's Affairs, 
With Honour we acquit us. 
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A noble Mind 9 
| Is ne'er confin d 5 i 
To any Shire or Nation; 
He gains moſt Praiſe, 
Who beſt diſplays ; 
A generous Education; _ 
While Rancour rolls | 19 
In narrow Souls, pes 8 
By narrow Views diſcerning ; 3 
The truly Wiſe 1 
Will only prize {3 
Good Manners, Senſe, and Learning. 


- SONG 222. *. Warm. By Mr. Popx. 


OW muck, egregious Moore, are we 
eceiv'd by Shews and Forms! 
* Whate'er we think, whate' er we ſee, 
All human kind are Worms. 


Man is a very Worm by Birth, 

Voile Reptile, weak and vain ; 
A while he crawls upon the Earth 

Then ſhrinks to Earth again. 


That Woman is a Worm we find, 
E'er ſince our Grand-dame's Evil; 
She firſt convers'd with her own Kind, 

That ancient Worm the Devil. 


| The Learn'd themſelves we Book- Worms name; ; 
Ihe Blockhead is a Slow- Worm; 
The Nymph, whoſe Tail is all on Flame, 
Is aptly term'd a Glow- Worm. 


| The Fops are painted Butter- F hes, 3, 5%. 
That flutter fora Day; EY, 
Firft from a Worm they take their Riſe, 
'Then in a Worm decay. 13 5 


Ihe Flatterer an Earwig grows; 


Some Worms ſuit all Conditions; | 
Miſers are Muck-Worms; Silk- Worms Peas; 


And Death- Watches Phyficians:” 
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That Stateſmen have the Worm, is ſeen 
By all their winding Play; 

Their Conſcience is a Worm within, 
That gnaws them Night and Day. 


Ah! Moore, thy Skill were well * 
And greater Gain would riſe, 

II thou could'ſt make the Courtier void 
The Worm that never dies. | 


O learned Friend of 4bchurch- lane, 
Who ſet'ſ our Entrails free ! 
Vain is thy Arts, thy Powder vain, 
Since Worms ſhali eat e'en thee ! 
Our Fate thou only can'ſt adjourn, 
Some few ſhort Years, no more 
Ev'n Button's Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 
Who * were Dekors. 1 


SONG 223. In Perſeus and Andromeda, 


OW pleaſant. a Sailor's Life paſſes, 

Who roams o'er the watery Main! 
No Treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends all his Gain. 


We' re Strangers to Party and Faction, 


To Honour and Honeſty true, 
And would not commit a baſe Action, | 
For Power or Profit in View. 
Chor. Then why Sold cve quarrel for Richer 
Or any ſuch glittering Teys ? 
A lit bi Heart and a thin Pair of Breeches 
Goes thorough the World, brave Boys. 


The World is a beautiful Garden, 
Enrich'd with the Bleflings of Life, 

The Toiler with Plenty rewarding, 
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife. 

When terrible Tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous Billows affright, 


No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us, 


But ſkilful Induſtry ſteers right. 
Chor. Then why ſhould, &c, 
tis 


The 


( 154 ) 
The Courtier's more ſubject to Dangers, 
Who rules at the Helm of the State, 
Than we, that, to Politicks Strangers, 
Eicape the Snares laid for the Great. 
The various Bleſſings of Nature, 
in various Nations we try, 
No Mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Chor. Then why ſreuld, &c. 


SO NG 224. 


O Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me; 

be one Thing I beg of kind Heaven to grant, 
Is a Mind independent and free, 


With Paſſions unruffled, untainted with Pride, 
By Reaſon my Life let me ſquare; _ 
The Wants of my Nature are cheaply ſupply” d, 
And the reft is but Folly and Care. 


The Bleflings which Providence freely has lent, 
Pl juſtly and gratcfully prize; 


Whilſt ſweet Meditations, and chearful Content, 


Shall make me both healthful and wiſe. 


In the Pleaſures the great Man's Poſſeſſions diſplay, 


Une nvy'd ' challenge my Part; 
For ev'ry fair Object, my Eyes can ſurvey, 
Contributes to gladden my Heart. 


How vainly, through infinite Troubles and Strife, 


The many their Labours employ ! _ 
Since all that is truly delightful in Life, 
Is hat all, if Rey will, may enjoy. 


SONG 225: 


on hoiſt up : Farkas to the Skies, 
Others debaſe her to a Bubble; 
I not her Frowns nor Favours prize, 


Nor think the Changling worth my Trouble. 
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( 155 ) 
If at my Door ſhe chance to light, 
I civilly my Gueſt receive : 


The Viſit paid, I bid Good Night; 


Nor murmur when ſhe takes her Leave. 


Tho proſperous Gales my Canvas crowds, 
Tho' ſmooth the Waves, ſerene the Sky, 


I truſt not Calms, they Storms forbode, 


And ſpeak th' approaching Tempeſt nigh, 


Then, Virtue, to the Helm repair, 


Thou, Innocence, ſhall guide the Oar; 
Now rage ye Winds, Storms rend the Air, 
wy 2 82 thus mann'd, mall Lain the Shore. 


5 0 NG 2 26. In the Play call d Wir without 
Money. 


H E R E were three Lads i in our Town, 
Slow Men of London! © | 
They courted a Widow was bonny and brown, 2 
And yet they left her undone, 


They went to work without their Tools, 


Slow Men of London 
The Widow ſhe ſent them away li like F ol 
HBecauſe they left her undone. | 


They often taſted this Widow's Cheer ; 1 
Slow Men of London! 


But yet the Widow was never che near, 


For ſtill they left her undone. 


Blow ye Winds; and come down, Rain; - 
Slow Men of London 


T hey never ſhall woo this Widow again, 


Becauſe 8 left her undone. 


SNG 


OT Eaums Garden did POT 
That pleaſing Pafion Love; 


Where from Guilt, and ev'ry Pain, 


Adam did gayly rove. TI OE 
Not 


| 


| N 
i| 
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Not Tides of Furies raging Fires, 
That follow a waiiton Chaſe, 

Meer Vapours rais'd by hot Bei, 
That vaniſh with Dilgrace. 


How guiltleſs may I meet the F lame 
Of uthia's purer Breaſt, 
Whilſt F riendſhip makes us ſtill the lame, 
With ev'ry Virtue dreſt! 
Her Mind at firſt a Conqueſt made, 
Her graceful Mind I muſt approve 
Her Wiſdom chearful ſtill appear'd, 
And juſtify'd my Love. 


Truſt not to Features, fleeting Charms, 
Nor hug a painted Toy; 
Thoſe Age or Sickneſs ſoon diſarms, 
Warm Air will this deſtroy. 
Let tender Paſſions take their Turn, 
And Virtue lead the Way; 
Where Minds are match'd, they ſeldom mourn, 
Nor cures. the N Dey. 


| SONG 228. 


a0 vind * Vicar of Fania Dean, | 


And he'll tell you the Banns were asked; 


A od vat Capon he had vor's Pains, 

And ] ſent it home in a Basxet : 
And on a Friday Night, I was by right, 
To have prov'd it ſhe was a Maiden; 

And now ſhe is gone with a Soldier to Town: 2 
: Heydledom, deydledom, cudden; 
Heyaon, duddcn, cudden, Tom; 
Sing heydledom, deydledom, cudden. 


My Mother ſhe 7old her blue Game- Cock, 

And a dainty Brood of Chickens ; 

Then bought herſelf a Canvaſs Smock, 
And rack d it up i in the Kitchen, 


And 
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(157 ] 
"6d ſhe bought me a Cambrick Band, 
With a Bumkin Pair of Breeches, 
Not thinking but Joan 
Would have made me her own : 


But ifaith ſhe'd have none of thoſe Vetches. 


Heydledom, deydledom, cudden, &c. 


PU take a Hatchet and hang my zell, 
Before I'll endure theſe Loſſes: 
Or elle a Rope in a doleſome Well, 
For never can bear theſe Crofles ; 
Or I will go to ſome Beacon high, 
For i'vaith I am welly woden, 
And throw my zelf down, her Kindneſs to try, 
Heyadledem, deyaledom, &c. 


If the can think 'tis a better Trade, 
This ſhooting of Guns, and flaſhing ; 
- She'll find herſelf but a ſimple Jade, 
For there's more to be got by threſhing 3 ; 


I ne'er ſhall beg without a Leg, 


Nor Occaſion have vor a wooden; 
Nor a Cripple become 
By vollowing a Drum. 
Heydledom, deydledom, cudden. 
5 Had, dudden, cudden, Tom; 
Sing en, deyaledim, cudden. 


SONG 229. 


NAIR 2 ents, they ſay, 
On a rainy black Day, 
1 hus ſent her Child Capid a packing: 
Get thee gone from my Door, 
Like a Son of a Whore, 


And elſewhere ſtand bouncing and cracking. 


To tell the plain Truth, 
Our little blind Youth, 


_ Peat the Hoof a long while up and down, Sir ; ; 


Till all Dangers paſt, 
By good Fortune at laſt, 


He umb ed into a great Tee, Sir. 


Then 


„ 
Then ſtrait to himſelf 
Cries this tiny ſly Elf, 
Since Begging brings little Relief, Sir, 
A Trade I'll commence 1 
That ſhall bring in the Pence; 
And ſtrait he ſet up for a Thief, Sir. 


At Play-Houſe and Kirk, 
Where he lily did lurk, 

He ſtole Hearts both from young and old People 3 ; 
Tul at laſt, ſays my Song, 
| He had like to have ſwung 

On a Gallows as high as a Steeple. CY 8 


2 


Then with Arrows and Bow -- | 
He a Soldier muſt go, | 
> Ad ſtrait he ſhot Folks without Warging 5 : 
He thought it no Sin, 
When his Hand was once in, 
To kill you his Hundred a Morning: 


When he found that he made 
Little Gain by his Trade, 
What does our fly graceleſs Blinker? 
But firait chang'd his Note, 
As well as his Coat, 
And he needs muſt paſs for a Tinker. 


* 2 n 70 


Have you any Hearts to mend? 
Come, I'll be your Friend, 
Or elſe I expect not a Farthing : 
Tho' they're burnt to a Coal, 
I'll ſoon make e'm whole; 
And, Maids, 1s not this a fair Darga | 2 


But, Maids, have a Care, 
Of this Tinker beware, 
Shun the Rogue, tho? he ſets 1 ach a Face on t; 
Where he ſtops up one Hole , 
Tis true, by my Soul, 
3 He'll at leaſt leave a Score i in the Place on . 


SONG 


| 4.259 }” 

SON G 230. 
= Appy is is a Country Life, | 
'# Bleſs'd with Content, good Health and Eaſe; 
* Free from F actions, Noiſe, and Strife, | 
3 We only plot ourſelves to pleaſe ; 


Peace of Mind our Days delight, 
And Love our welcome Dreams at Night. 


| Hail green Fields and ſhady Woods! 
4 Hail Springs and Streams, that — run pure? ? 
Nature's uncorrupted Goods, ; 
Where Virtue only dwells ſecure ; 
Free from Vice, and free from Care, 
Age has no Pain, nor Youth a Snare. 


| SONG 2 31. 
IV Pimps and Politicians, | 
I. The Genius is the ſame ; 


| Both raiſe their own Conditions 
On others Guilt and Same. 
With a Tongue well tipt with Lies, 
Fach the Want of Parts ſupplies, 
And with a Heart that's all Diſguiſe, 
Keeps his Schemes unknown. 
| Seducing as the Devil, 
They play the Tempter's Part, 
And have, when moſt they're civil, 
5 Moſt Miſchief in their Heart. 
© Each a ſecret Commerce drives, 
Firſt corrapts, and then connives, 
And by his Neighbours Vices thrives, | 
For they are all his own, 


* SONG 232. Mr. Concreve's Love for 
A Soldier and à FER - 

: A Tinker and a Taylor, | 

Had once a dbubtful Strife, Sir, — 
I0̃o make a Maid a Wife, Sir, 

Whoſe Name was buxom Joan, 

= Whoſe Name was buxom Joan. 


— ———— — —— 
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For now „ile Time was ended, 
When ſhe no more intended 
| To lick her Lips at Man, Sir, 

And he a Nights alone. 


Ihe Soldier ſwore like Thunder, 

He lov'd her more than Plunder; 

And ſhewed her many a Scar, Sir, 

Which he had brought from far, Sir, 

With fighting for her Sake. 
The Taylor thought to pleaſe her, 

By off ring her his Meaſure ; 

The Tinker too, with Metal, 

Said he would mend her Kettle, 

And ſtop up ev'ry Leak. 

But while theſe three were prating , : 

The Sailor flyly waiting, Ds 
Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir, 

He then might play his Part: 
And juſt e'en as he meant, Sir, 
To Logger-heads they went, Sir, 

And then he let fly at her, 

And ſhot *twixt Wind and Water, 
* won this fair Maid's Heart. | 


SONG. 272. 


NOME hither my Country Squire, 
Take friendly Inſtructions from me: 
The Lords ſhall admire 
Thy Taſte in Attire, 
The Ladies ſhall languiſh for thee. 
h Such Flaunting, Gallantin 7 and Jaunting, 
t/ 


And Frolicki thou ſhall ſee, 
© Thou nee like a Clown 


_ _ Shall quit London's fwweet Town, 
To live in thy awn Country. 


A Skimming- dim Hat provide, 
With little more Brim than Lace: 
Nine Hairs on a Side, 
To a Pigtail ty d.,. 
Will ſet off thy jolly broad K ace, 
Such Flaunting, &c. 
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(6161 Y 
Go get the Footman's Frock, 

A Cudgel quite up to thy Noſe; 
The. frize like a Shock, 
And plaiſter thy Block, 

And buckle thy Shoes at thy Toes, 
Such Flaunting, &c. 


A Brace of Ladies fair 
To pleaſure thee ſhall ſtrive ; 
In a Chaiſe and a Pair, 
They ſhall take the Air, 
And thou on the Box ſhalt drive. 
Such Flaunting, &c. 
Convert thy Acres to Caſh, 
And ſaw thy Timber down; 
Who'd keep ſuch Traſh, = 
And not cut a Flaſh, 


Or enjoy the Delights of the Town ? 
Such . &c. | 


Hv mould we + thi Ambition call, 
To get at Court a ſervile Place? 
Where to pl-aſe one, we flatter all, 
And muſt gain Honour by Diſgrace ; 
Where for our Pleaſure and our Eaſe, 
We ſuffer Pain and Wearineſs, 


Where all Things we muſt ſay or do, 
Which fartheſt are from Mind or Heart ; 
Still thoſe, who run from us, purſue, | 
And, to gain Truſt, with Virtue part ; 
Where we, ourſelves more high to raiſe, 
Our Faith and Honour muſt debaſe. 


Where we muſt ſay as great Fools ſay, 
Do what great Knaves will have us do, 
That we for Wits with Coxcombs may, 
With Fools for Politicians go; 
To gain Court-Favour there, and Praiſe, 
| With all the World beſides Diſgrace.. | 


i Where 


6162) 
Where we muſt flatter him we hate, 0 
Or, what is worſe, him we deſpiſe: 
To broken lumbers lie down late, BD 
And early to proud Levees riſe | 3 
Muſt paſs our Youth in real Pain, 
For/Eaſe in Age to hope in vain. 
Where we muſt change Day into Night, 4 
Night into Day, at others Will; 1 1 
Muſt take Diſguſts to give Delight, 5 | 
And ſlight good Men to honour ill ; 
Make many Foes, nay be eur own, 
To gaina F riend where there 1 is none. 


8 ON 1 


TY Paſſion is as Muſtard Rong © as 
I ſit all ſober fad, | 
Drunk as a Piper all Day long, W 
Or like a March Hare mad. ” 


Round as a Hoop the Bumpers dow. 
I drink, yet can't forget her: 
| For tho' as drunk as David's Sow, 
I love her {ill the better. 


Pert as a Pear-monger I'd be, 
If Molly were but kind, 
Cool as Cucumber could be” 
The ret of Womankind. 


Like a tuck Pig I gaping fare, | 
And eye her o'er and o'er, 
Lean as a Rake with Sighs and care, 


| Sleekas a Mouſe before. | | 3 
Plump as a Partridge I was known, 7 
And ſoft as Silk my Skin, — 


My Cheeks as fat as Butter grown, 
Aut as a Groat now thin. 


1 melancholy as a Cat, 
Am kept awake to weep; 

But ſhe, inſenſible of that, 1 1 
Sound as a Top can ſleep, RT 
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( 163 ) 


Hard i is her Heart, as Flint or Stone, 
She laughs to ſee me + Rs 

AGE merry as a Grig is grown, 
And brisk as bottled Ale. 


The God of Love, at her Approach, 
Is buſy as a Bee; 

Hearts ſound as any Bell or Roach, 
Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. 

Ah me ! as thick as Hops or Hail, 
'The fine Men crowd about her ; 

But ſoon as dead as a Door Nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 


Straight as my Leg her Shape appears, 
Oh! were we join'd together, 


My Heart would ſoon be free from Cares, 


And lighter than a Feather. 


As fine as Five-pence is her Mein, 
No Drum was ever tighter ; 

Her Glance is as a Razor keen, 
And not the Sun is brighter. 


As ſoft as Pap her Kiſſes are, 
Methinks I feel them yet; 


Brown as a Berry is her Hair, 


Her Eyes as black as Jet. 


As ſmooth as Glaſs, as white as Curds, 
Her pretty Hand invites, 

Sharp as a Needle are her Words, 

Fler Wit like Pepper bites. | 


Brisk as a Body-Louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a Penny dreſt, 
Sweet as a Roſe her Face and Lips, 
Round as a Globe her Breaſt. 


Full as an Egg was I with Glee, 
And happy as a King ; | 
Good lack ! how all Men envy'd me! 
She lav'd URS an 4 Thing. 


# 


(1 164 ) 
But falſe as Hell, ſhe like the Wind 
CTChhang'd, as her Sex moſt do, 

Tho' ſeeming as the Turtle kind, 
And as the Goſpel true. 


If I and Melly could agree, 

Let who will take Peru, 

Great as an Emp'ror I ſhould be, 
And richer than a Tao. 


| Till you grow tender as a Chick 5 | 
I'm dull as any Poſt, 1 
Let us like Burrs together ſtick, OD 
And warm as any Toaſt. 


. You'll know me truer than a Die, | 
And wiſh me better ſped, ” L 
Flat as a Flounder when TI lie, 1 
And as a Herring dead. | 


Sure as a Gun ſhe'll drop a Tear, = 

And ſigh, perhaps, and wiſh, | | 
When I'm as rotten as a Pear, 

And mute " any Fs 


HAT al Men are Be. we olainly may ſee, 
For Beggars there are of ev'ry Degree, 
Tho' none are ſo bleſs'd or ſo happy as we, 
Which No-body can deny, deny, which No-body can a en y. 


The Tradeſman he begs that his Wares you would buy, | 
Then begs you'd believe the Price 1s not high, | | 
And ſwears 'tis his Trade, when he tells you a 228 
Which No- body can deny, ke. 


The Lawyer he begs that you'd give him a Fee, 
Tho' he reads not your Brief nor regards not your Plea, 
But adviſes your Foe how to get a Decree, 0 
Which No: body can deny, &C. 


The Courtier he begs for a Penſion or Place, 
A Ribbon or Title, or Smile from his Grace, : 
. Tis due to his Merit, 'tis writ in his F ace, | 
| Which No- body can 4 & c. 
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And fain he would have kiſs'd her, 


| „ 
But if by Miſhap, he ſhould chance to get none, 
He begs you'd believe that the Nation's undone ; 


There's but one honeſt Man, and himſelf is that one, 
Which No-body dare deny, &. 


The Fair-one who labours whole Mornings at Home, 


New Charms to create, and much Paint to conſume, 
Yet begs you'd believe 'tis hernatural Bloom, 
Which No: body ſhould deny, e. 


The Courtier he begs the dear Nymph to comply, 


| She begs he'd begone, yet with languiſhing Eye, 
Still begs he would ſtay, for a Maid ſhe can't die, 


Which nonebut a Fool can deny, &c. 


SONG 237. . 


Mongſt the pure Ones all, 

1 Who Conſcience do profeſs; 
And yet that Sort of Conſcience 
Do practiſe nothing leſs : 


I mean the Sect of thole elect, 


That loath to live by Merit; 


That lead their Lives with other Men's Wives, 


According to the Spirit. 
One met with a holy Siſter of ours, 
A Saint who dearly lov'd him: 


Becauſe the Spirit mov'd him: 


Bat ſhe deny'd, and he reply d, 


You're damn'd unleſs you do it; 
Therefore conſent, do not repent, 
For the Spirit doth move me to it. 
She not willing to offend, poor Soul, 
Vielded unto his Motion; _ 
And what theſe two did intend, 22 
Was out of pure Devotion: 
To lie with a Friend and a Brother, 
She thought ſhe ſhou'd die no Sinner ; 
But ere five Months were paſt, 
The Spirit was quick within her, 
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(166) 


But 1 will the Wicked ſay, 

When they ſhall hear this Rumour ? 
They'll laugh at us every Day, 

And ſcoff us in every Corner: 

Let 'em do ſo ftill, if that they will, 

We mean not to follow their F aſhion, | 

They're none of our Sect, nor of the Elect, 

Nor of our Congregation. 


But when the Time was come, 
That ſhe was to be laid; 
It was no very great Crime 
Committed by her they ſaid : a 
*Cauſe they did know, and ſhe did ſhew, 
*T 'was done by a Friend and a Brother; 
| But a very great Sin, it wou'd have been, 
Had it been done by another. 
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SONG 238. In Gar- $ Kg 8 * 


F any Wench Venus Girdle wear, 
1 Tho' ſne be ne'er ſo ugly; 

Lillies and Roſes will quickly appear, 
And her Face look wondrous ſmugly. 
Beneath the left Ear ſo fit but a Cord, 

(A Rope ſo charming a Zone is) 

The Youth in his Cart hath the Air of a Lord, 

And we cry, there dies an Aaanis, 


E O N G 2 29 Ty Gay's Beggar's Opera, 


Maid is like the golden Ore 
\ Which bath Guineas intrinſical in't, 
Whoſe Worth is never known before 
*Tis try'd and impreſs'd in the Mint. 
A Wife's like a Guinea of Gold, 
Stamp'd with the Name of her Spouſe ; | 
Now here, now there ; is bought, or 1s fold ; 
And 1s current in every Houſe, 
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Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow. follow, 


« / / 


e fe ER 
e SONT: 246. 


ENI Us of England, from thy ates Bow'r of 
us, 
Ariſe, and ſpread thy facred Wings ; 
Guard, guard from Foes the Britiſo State, 
Thou, on whoſe Smiles does wait A 
Thi uncertain happy Fate of Monarchies and Kings. 
'Then follow, brave Boys, then follow, brave Boys, to the 
Wars, 
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Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars; 
Follow, follow, follow, brave Boys, to the Wars; 
The Laurel you know's the Prive, 
The Laurel you know's the Prize: 
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Who brings Home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, i 
The nobleſt Scars, looks fineſt in Celia's Eyes ; ; | 5 
1 Then ſhake off the ſlothful Eaſe, | Ke: 
Ws Let Glory, let Glory 5 let Glory inſpire your Heurt 5 * 
Remember a Soldier, in War and in Peace, #4 
Remember a Solder in War, in War and in Peace, ll 
Is the nobleſt of all other Arts: | | [> 
Remember a Soldier in War, and in Peace, | 


| Remember a Soldier in War, in War and in Peace, 


Is the nobleſt of all Scher Arts, 
" 
wes. | 


SONG 241. | By a Perſon of Quality. 


Said to my Heart, between ſleeping and waking, 
Thou wild Thing, that always art leaping or aching, 
What black, brown, or fair, in what Clime or what 
Nation, 

By Turns, has not taught thee a Pit-a pat - ation Fd: 
"Thus accus'd the wild Thing gave this ſober Reply : 
See the Heart without Motion, tho' Celia paſs'd by; 
Not the Beauty ſhe has, nor the Wit that ſhe borrows, 
Gives the Eye any Joys, or the Heart any Sorrows. 
When our Sappho appears, ſhe whoſe Wit's ſo refin'd, 
I am forc'd to applaud, with the reſt of Mankind, 


Whatever ſhe ſays is with Spirit and Fire, 


Ev' * Word [ attend, but I only admire. 
Prudentia 


( 168 ) 
Prudentia as vainly would put in her Claim, 
Ever gazing on Heaven, tho' Man is her Aim; 
Tis Love, not Devotion, that turns up her Eyes, | 
'Thoſe Stars of this World, are too good for the Skies, 
But Chloe, ſo lively, fo eaſy, ſo fair, 
Her Wit ſo genteel, without Art, without Cars; 
When ſhe comes in my Way, the Motion, the Pain, 
The Leapings, the Achings, return all again. 
O wonderlul Creature! a Woman of Reaſon ! 
Never grave out of Pride, never gay out of Seaſon : 
When ſo eaſy to gueſs who this Angel ſhould be, 
Wou Ge one think * . ne'er en 1 it was ſhe ? 


80 NG PL 


Pollo, once finding fair Dapher alone, 7 
Diſcover'd his Love in a paſſionate Tone 
fe told her, and bound it with many a Curſe, 
* was ready to take her for better and worſe: 
Then talk'd of the Smart, 
And the Hole in his Heart, 
So large, one might drive thro? the Paſlage a Cart. 
But the filly coy Maid, to the God's great Amazement, 


Sprung away from his Arms, and leap'd thro' the 
Caſement. | 


Fe following. cry'd out, my Life, and my Dear, 
Return to your Lover, and lay by your Fear ; 
You think me, perhaps, ſome Scoundrel, or Whoreſon ; 
Alas! I've no wicked Deſign on your Perſon. 
I'm a God by my Trade, 
Young, plump, and well made, 
Then let me careſs thee, and be not afraid. 
But ſtill ſhe kept running, and flew like the Wind, 
While the poor purſy God came panting behind. 


I'm the chief of Phyſicians, and none of the College 
Muſt be mention'd with me, for Experience and Knowledge; 
Each Herb, Flow'r, and Plant, by it's Name I can call, 
And do more than the beſt Seventh Son of them all. 


With 


= 69 ) 
With my Powder and Pills, 
I cure all the IIls 
That ſweep off ſuch Numbers each Week in the Bills. 
But ſtill ſhe kept running, and flew like the Wind, 
While the poor purſy God came panting behind. 


Beſides I'm a Poet, Child, into the Bargain, 
And top all the Writers of fam'd Covent- Garden; 
I'm the Prop of the Stage, and the Patron of Wit; ; 
I ſet my own Sonnets, and ſing to my Kit : 

I'm at 7771's all the Day, 

And each Night at the Play, 
And Verſes I make as fait as Hops as they ſay. 
When ſhe heard him talk thus, ſhe redoubled her Specd, 
And flew like a Whore from a Conſtable freed, 


[: Now had our wiſe Lover (but Lovers are blind) 
In the Language of Lombard-ſtreet, told her hi Mind. 
Look, Lady, what here is, tis Plenty of Money; 

1 Odibuds, I muit ſwinge thee, my Joy, and my Honey. 

= ] ſit next the Chair, 

3 And ſhall ſhortly be Mayor, 

Neither C layton nor Duncomb with me can compare 

2 'Tho' as wrinkled as Prim, as deform'd as the Devil, 
The God had ſucceeded, the Nymph had been civil, 
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SONG 243. By Mr. Prion. 


H E Pride of ev'ry Grove I choſe, 

The Violet ſweet, and Lily fair, 
The d Pink, and bluſhing Role, 
To deck my charming Chloe's Hair. 

At Morn the Nymph vouchſaf d to place 
Upon her Brow the various Wreath ; 

J The Flowers leſs blooming than her Face, 

The Scent leſs fragrant "than her Breath. 


The Flowers ſhe wore along the Day: 
3 And ev'ry Nymph and Shepherd ſaid, 
T in her Hair they look'd more gay, 
Than growing in their native Bed. 


1 1 Undreſs'd 


( 170 ) 
Undreſs'd at Evening, when ſhe found 
Their Odors loſt, their Colour paſt; 
She chang'd her Look, and on the Ground 
Her Garland, and her Eye ſhe caſt. 


'T hat Eye drop'd Senſe diſtin& and clear, 
As any Muſe's Tongue cou'd ſpeak ; 
When from its Lid a pearly Tear 
Ran trickling down her beauteous Cheek. 


Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
My Love, my Life, ſaid I, explain 
This Change of Humour : Prithee tell; 
That falling Tear! What does it mean ? 


She ſigh d. ſhe ſmil'd ; _ to the Flow rs 

Pointing, the lovely Mor'liſt ſaad: | 
See! Friend, in ſome few fleeting Hours, 

See yonder, what a Change is made ! 


Ah me! the blooming Pride of May, 
And that of Beauty, are but one; 
At Morn both flouriſh bright and gay, 
Both fade at Evening, pale and gone. 
At Dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſung; 
The amorous Youth around her bow'd; 
At Night her fatal Knell was rung; 
1 ſaw, and kiſs'd her in her Shrowd! 


Such as ſhe is, who dy'd to-day : 
Such I, alas! may be to-morrow, 
Go, Damon, bid thy Muſe diſplay 
The Fa of thy Chloe's Sorrow. 


SONG 244. 


5 all the Girls that are ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally ; 

She is the Darling of my. Heart, 

And ſhe lives in our Alley: 
There is no Lady in the Land, 

Is half ſo ſweet as Sally ; 
She is the Darling of my Heart, 

And ſhe lives in our 7 


( 171 ) 
Her Father he makes Cabbage- -nets, 
And thro' the Streets doth cry 'em ; 
Her Mother ſhe ſells Laces long 
Joo ſuch as pleaſe to buy em; 
But ſure ſuch Folks could ne'er beget 
80 abe de Girl as Sally; 


She is the arling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley, 


When ſhe is by, I leave my Work, 
I love her ſo ſincere'y : 
My Maſter comes, like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely : 
But let him bang his belly-full, 
I'll bear it all for Sally; 
dhe is the Darling of my Heart, - 
And ſhe lives in our Alley. 


Or all the Days are in the Week, 

ö I dearly love but one Day, 

And that's the Day that comes betwixt 

: The Saturday and Monday ; 

For then I'm dreſt all in my Beſt, 
F To walk abroad with Sally ; : 

* She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſne lives in our Alley. 
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My Maſter carries me to Church, 
And often I am blamed, 

Becauſe ! leave him in the Lurch, 
As ſoon as Text is named: 

I leave the Church in Sermon-time, 

: And link away with Sally ; 

She is the Darling of my Heart, 
And ſhe lives in our Alley, 
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When Chriftmas comes about again, 
Oh! then I ſhall have Money; 
I'll hoard it up, and box it all, 
And give it to my Honey; 
1 wou'd it were ten thoutand Pounds, 
I'd give it all to Sally ; 
{ She is the Darling of my Heart, 
| And the lives in our Alley, 
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And we here a milking are come; 


Then away, Sir, and give us room. 


( 172 ) 
My Maſter, and the Neighbours all, 
Make Game of me and Sally ; 
And (but for her) I'd better be 
A ſlave and row a Galley : 


But when my ſeven long Years are out, 
Oh! then I'Il marry Sally; 


Oh! then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 


But not in our Alley. 


SONG 245. 


She. «Of Love! if a God thou wilt be, 
Do Juſtice in Favour of me, 
For yonder ee. L760 - 
A Man with a Beard, 
Who, as I have heard, 
Has often undone 
Poor Maids that have none, 
With ſighing and toying, 
With crying and lying, 


And ſuch Kind of Foolery. 


He. Fair Maid, by your 3 
My Heart does receive 


Strange Pleaſure to meet you here; 


| i'ray tremble not ſo, nor offer to ga, 
T'll do you no Harm I ſv ear, 


Tn do you no Harm I ſwear. 


She. My Mother is ſpinning at Home, 
My Father works hard at his Loom, 


Their Dinner they want, 
Pray, Gentleman, don't 
Make more ado on't; 
Nor give us Affront; 
We're none of the Town 
Will lie down for a Crown; 


(173) 
He. By Phebus, by Jowe, 
By Honour, by Love, 
I'il do ye, dear Sweet, no Harm; 
| You're as freſh as a Roſe, 
| I want one of thoſe ; 
Ah! how ſuch a Wife would charm! 
Ah! how ſuch a Wife would charm ! 


She. And can you then like the old Rule, 
he conjugal, honeſt, and dull, 
And Ly and look like a Fool? 
? For I muſt be plain, 
All Tricks are in vain, 
There's nothing can gain 
Ihe thing you'd obtain, 
But moving and proving, 
By wedding, true loving ; 
My Leſſon J learn'd at School. 
Hie. TI do it by this Hand, 
| I've Houſes, I've Land. | 
4 SUNG too, in good F reehold ; ; 
4 My Dear, let us join, 
It all ſhall be thine, 
Peſides a good Purſe of Gold. 
She. You make me to bluſh, now I vow, 
O Lord ! ſhall I too baulk my Cow ? 
But ſince the late Oath you have ſwore, 
Your Soul ſhall not be 
In Danger for- me, 
I' rather agree, 
I Of two to make three, 
= We'll wed, and we'll bed, 
3 There's no more to be ſaid, 
And I'll ne'er goa millcing more. 
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H ! London is a fine Town, and a gallant Cy. 
? Lis govern'd by the W 188 "gown, come liſten to 
my Pty: 
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( 174 ) 
This city bas a Mayor, this Mayor he is a Lord, 


And governeth the Citizens all by his own Accord, 
Oh ! London, &c. 


He boaſteth his Gentility, and how nobly he » was born, 


His Arms are three Ox-heads, and his Creſt a rampant 
Horn. 


The firſt Journey his Lordſhip takes is to Weftminſter-hall, 


Attended by twelve Companies, for he muſt re them all. 


Oh London, Ec. 


* he Barges are made fine and gay, for his Lordſhip and 


the beſt, 
And Dung boats and Licking provided for the reſt: 
Then at the Exchequer he's ſworn upon a Shoe-ſoal, 


That he will be no wiſer Man than was his Brother Job- 
bernole, 


Oh! London, &F<c. 
The Sword is borne before him up and down the Stairs, 


To fright away the little Boys, r nog at at our Lord- 
| Mayors. | 


And when that is ended, home again he comes, 


With joyful Noiſe upon the Thames, of Trumpets and of 
| Drums, 1 055 London, He. 


His Lordſhip lands at Black- fryars, and on along he jogs, 
Attended by his- Companies, as hungry as Dogs. 
Then in comes the Carver, and boldly falls to work, 


With Knife like to a Scimiter, as fierce as my E: ark. 
Ob 1 London, Cc. P 


He hit upon the Gooſe-bone, and turn'd both rage and | 


Point, 


Till he look'd upon my Lord- Mayor, he could not hit 


the joint. 
Then up came a Cuſtard with twenty ſour Nooks, 


As you may find recorded in Johnny Stow”, $ Books, 
C/ London, &c. 


And why it was ſo big, if you would know the Reaſon, 


It was to keep their Chaps at W ork, that would be prating 
Freaſon. 


Then they go to Gre-navich all in the City Barge, 


And there they have a noble 1 reat, all: at the © City Charge, 


OD Landon, Wc 
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( 175 ) 


And when they come to Cuckolds-point, they make a gal 


lant Show, 
Their Wives bid the Muſick play Cuckold; all a-row. 


Then they go to Paul's- Church, ere Morning- Prayer be- 


gins, 


And as they go along the etreet, they ſtoop to pick up 


Pias. 


Oh Lond in, Oc. 


Bu: if you'd know, I'll tell you the moral Reaſon of it, 


They that would to Riches grow, mult Ps for little 
Profit. 


My Lord- Mayor rides aloag the, Street like unto a Law: 5 


maker, - -- 
With forty Catch- 3 at his Arle, to proſecut the Baker. | 
Oh ! London, 


And when he comes to the Baker" s Stall, and finds his 
Bread too light, 

He ſends it home to his own Houle, to fealt both Lord 
and Knight. 


Then to the Sons Houſe ey: 80, the Scflions there o 


keep, 
Un il that che Recorder comes, they all are faſt alleep. 
O5 London, &c. 7 


They call up all their Juries by Twelves and * Twelves, 

And if my hang up no Man, they may 80 hang them. 
ves. 

80 then they borrow Boots and Spurs, and out of T own 

: they ride, 

T o ſee the Bears baited on the Bank: nde. 

0 London, &c, 


And when that they have done, they all return again, 
Like ſo many Apes, with each his Golden Chain. 


Then to hear a Sermon once a Year he rides unto the 5 


Spital, 
And there he ſits full three Hours long, and brings oy 
but little. - 
o. London „ 
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and when that he comes home, he ſits down at his Board, 


And it he has not minc'd Pyes, his Chear' s not worth a 
T- d. 


My Lady ſays unto my Lord, when all the Gueſts are 


gone, 
{ do intend to-morrow to invite my Friend Sir Jobn, 
04! London, &c. | | 


For ] don't think it fit always to have A 
I pray therefore let me rub in a Courtier now and then, 
My Lady boldly aſk'd my Lord what Diſhes ſhe ſhould 


have, 


To entertain her Friend Sir John, that was fo fine and 
brave. | 04! London, &c. 


My Lord he nam'd a alf. Head, at which ſhe made a 


Piſh, 
And faid he'd have a Turkey Cock, 'cauſe ſhe lov'd a 
ſtanding Diſh. | 
Next, once a Year, into ES a undng they as 90, 


To ſer them paſs along, oh! tis a pretty Show : 
OY ! London, &c. 


| Through Cheap/ide, and brulu, and _ to Ala. 


gate-Pump, 


Each Man with Spurs in's Horſe's Sides, and his Back- 


{word croſs his Rump : 


| My Lord he takes a Staff in Hand, to beat the Buſhes 


Ex; 


I muſt confeſs 11 was a Work ks had never done before. 


Oh ! London, &c, 


A Creature bounces from: a Buſh, which made them all - 


to laugh, 


My Lord he cry'd, a Hare, a Hare ! but it prov'd an 


Ee Calf. 


| And when they had done their Sport, they came to Lon- 


don, where they dwell, 
Their Faces were ſo torn and ſcratch'd, their Wives ſcarce 
knew them well. Oh ! London, Se. 


For 'twas a great Mercy ſo many ſcapꝰd alive, 
Tor out of twenty Saddles carried out, they brought again 


O | London, Cc, 
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(177 ) 
SON G 247, By Dr. Swirr. 


F all the Girls that e'er were ſeen, 
There's none ſo fine as Nelly, 
For charming Face, and Shape, and Mien, 
And what's not fit to tell ye: 
Ch the turn'd Neck, and OT white Skin, 
Of lovely, deareſt Ney / 
For many a Swain it well had been, 
Had ſhe ne er paſs'd by Cala”. FN 


For when as Ne//y came to France, 

(Invited by her Couſins) 

Acroſs the Tuilleries each glance © 
Kill'd Frenchmen by whole Dozens : a 

The King as he at Dinner ſat, 
Did beckon to his Huſar, 

And bid them bring his Tabby-cat, 

For charming Vell to buſs her. 


The Ladies were with Rage provok d 

I 0o ſee her ſo reſpected; 
T he Men look'd arch, as Nelly ſtroak' d, 
And Puſher Tail erected: 
But not a Man did Look employ, 
Except on pretty . 
Then ſaid the Duke de Ville. Os. 
Ah] gu" elle off bien jolie ! 
But who's that grave Philoſopher, 

T hat carefully looks at her ? 
By his Concern, it ſhould appear, 
Ihe Fair one is his Daughter. 
Ma fey ! (quoth then a Courtier fy) 
HFle on his Child dotli leer too: 
J wiſh he has no Mind to try, 

What ſome Papa's will here do. 


The Courtiers, all with one accord, 
Broke out in Ne/ly's Praifes, 

Admir'd her Roſe, and Ly: fans Farde, 
{Which are your Terms ahi ore, 5 


Then 


(6273) . 
Then might you ſee a painted Ring 
Of Dames that ſtood by Ney; 
| Shelike the Pride of all the Spring, 
And they like Fleurs de Palais. 2 


In Marli Gardens, and St. Q. 5 
I ſaw this charming Nelly ; 
Where ſhameleſs Newt per to View, 
Stand naked in each Alley : 
But Venus had a brazen Face, 
Both at Verſailles and Meudon, 
Or elle ſhe had reſign'd her Place, 
And left the Stone ſhe ſtood on. 


Were Nelly's Fi igure mounted there, 
T would put down all th? halian : 

Lord! how theſe Foreigners would flare ! 
But I ſhould turn Pygmalion. 

F or ſpite of Lips, and Eyes, and Mien, 

Me nothing can delight ſo, 

As does that Part that lies between | 
ns Her left Toe and her _ Toe. 


8 0 N 7 248. By Dr. Swirr. 


HE N as Corruption hence did go, 
| And left the Nation free, | 7 
When Ay ſaid ay, and No faid no, | 
Without a Place or Fee; 
Then Satan thinking Things went in, 
Sent forth his Spirit calFd Quadrille; | 
Qunacdrille, quad:ille, quadiille, 


Rings, 2 and Knaves made up his Pack, 
And four fair Suits he wore, 
His Troops they were with Red and Black 
All blotch'd and ſpotted o' er: 
And ev'ry Houſe, go where you will, 
Haunted by this Imp, Quadrille, 


Sure Cards he has for ev'ry thing, 
Which well Court-Cards they name, 
And, Stateſmen-like, calls in the King, 
* 1 help out a a bad Game, 
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(179). 
But if che Parties manage |; I 
The King 1s forc'd to loſe Codille. 


When two and more were met of old, 
Tho' they ne' er meant to marry, 


They were in Capid's Books enroll” d, 


And calPd a Party Quare ; 
But now, meet when and where you will” 
A Party Quare is Quadrille. 


The Commoner, the Knight, and Peet, 
Men of all Ranks and Fame, 
Leave to their Wives the only Care 


> To propagate their Name 3 7% 


And well that Duty they fulfil, 


- While the good Huſband's at Quadrille. 
When Patient lies in piteous Caſe, 


In comes th' Apothecary, 
And to the Doctor cries, alas ! 
Non debes quadrillare! 1 
The patient dies without a Pill, 
For why ? the Doctor's at Quatrille. 


Should France and Spain again grow loud, 


The Muſcowite grow louder, 


3 Britain, to eurb her Neighbours proud, 


Would want both Ball and Powder: 
Muſt want both Sword and Gun to kill, 


For why? the General's at Quadrille. 


The King of late drew forth his Sword, 
(Thank God, twas not in Wrath) 
And made, of many a Squire and Lord, | 
An unwaſh'd Knight of Bat; 


What are their Feats of Arms and Skill ? 


They're but nine Parties at Quadrike . 
A Party late at Cambray met, 
_ V hich drew Il Europe's Eyes; 
Twas call'd in Poſt- Boy and Gazette, 
The Quadtuple Allies: 
But ſomebody took ſomething ill, 
S0 broke his Party at . 
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And now God fave this noble Realm, 
And God ſave eke Hanzwwer, 


And God ſave thoſe who hold the Helm, 


When as the King goes over; 
But let the King go where he will, 


=.-FUS Subjects muſt play at Quadrille. 


SONG 249. 


F all the Things beneath the Sun, 
To love's the greateſt Curſe; 
It one's ceny'd, then he's undone, 
If not, 'tis ten times worſe. 
Poor Adem by his Wife, 'tis known, 
Was trick'd ſome Years ago; 
But Adam was not trick'd alone, 
For all his Sons were fo. _ , 
Lovers the  frangeſt Fools are made, 
When they their Ny mphs purſue, 
Which they will ne'er believe, till wed, : 
But then alas! 'tis true: 


5 They beg, ey pray, and they adore, 


Till weary'd out of Life; 
And pray, u hat's all this Trouble for? ? 
Why truly, for a Wife. 


How odd a Thing's a whining Sot, 
Who ſighs, in greateſt Need 
For that, which, ſoon as ever got, 
Does make him figh indeed! 


Each Maid's an Angel whilſt ſhe” s woo'd, 


But when the Wooing' s done, 
The Wife, inſtc ad of Fleſh and Blood, 
Proves nothing but a Bone. 


Tils, more or leſs, in human Life, 


*No mortal Man can ſhun : 


Fut when a Man has got a Wife, 


He has got them all in one. 
The Liver of Prometheus 
A gnawing Vulture fed 


A Fable, that the Thing was thus, 


be Poor old MAR was wed. 


380: 3-7 
A Bade all Men of Learning know, 
Was Tantalus's Curſe ; 
I)! he Apples which did tempt him fo, 
Meere nought but a Divorce. I 
Let no Fool dream, that to his Share 
A better Wife will fall; 
They're all the ſame, faith, to a Hair, 
For they are Women all. 


When firſt the ſenſeleſs empty Nokes 
With Wooing does begin, 
Far better he might beg the Stocks 
| ' That they would let him in. 
Vet for a Lover you may ſay, 
He wears no cheating Phiz; 
Though others Looks do oft betray, 
2 He looks like what he is. ; 
More Joys a Glaſs of Wine does give | 
1 (Wife take him that gainſays) 
Than all the Wenches, iprung from Eve, 
Ere gave in all their Days. 
But come, to Lovers here's a Glaſs, 


: _ God-wot, they need no Curſe: 
': Each wiſhes he may wed his Laſs, 
1 No Soul can wiſh him worſe, 


SONG 230. 


Ee. | 
OD proſper long from being broke, 
| The * Luck of Eden- hall, 

4 A qoleful Drinking-bout I fing, 

| There lately did befall. 

1 5 T o Chaſe the Spleen with Cup and Caun, , 
4 Duke Philip took his Way, 

Babes yet unborn ſhall never fee 


The like of ſuch a 8 
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The ſtout and ever-thirſty Duke 
A Vowto God did make, 
His Pleaſure within Cumberland 

Three live long Nights to take. 


Sir Muſzrave too, of Martindale, 


A true and worthy Knight, 
Efſtſoon with him a Bargain made, 
In drinking to delight. , 


The Bumpers ſwiftly paſs about, 

Six ina Hand went round; 

And with their calling for more Wine, 
They made the Hall reſound. 


Now when theſe merry Tidings reach'd 
The Earl of Harold's Ears, 

And am 1 (quoth he, with an Oath) 
Thus ſlighted by my Peers? 


Saddle my Steed, bring forth my Boots, 
I'll be with them right quick; 

And, Maſter Sheriff, come you too, 

| We'll know this ſcurvy # # /' 


Lo, yonder doth Earl Harold come, 
(Did one at Table ſay;) 

*Tis well, reply'd the weden Duke, 
_ How will he get away? 


When thus the Earl began: Greas Duke, 
I'll know how this did chance, 
Without inviting me, {ure this 

You did not learn in Fance. 


One of us two for this Offence, 
Under the Board ſhall lie ; 

J know thee well, a Duke thou art, 
So ſome Years hence ſhall I. 


But truſt me, Wharton, pity twere, 

So much good Wine to ſpill, 
As theſe Companions here may drink, 
Ere they have had weir F ill. 
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Let thou and I, in Bumpers full, 
This grand Affair decide. 


Accurs'd be he, Duke Wharton ſaid, 


By whom it is deny'd. 


To Andrews, and to Hotham fair, 
Many a Pint went round, 


And many gallant Gentlemen 


Lay ſick upon the Ground. 


When, at the laſt, the Duke eſpy'd 


He had tie Farl ſecure ; 


He ply'd him with a full Pint Glaſs, 


Which laid him on the Floor. 


Who never ſpoke more Words than theſe, 
After he downwards ſunk, 

My worthy Friends, revenge my Fall, 
Duke Wharton ſees me drunk. 


Then, with a Groan, Duke Philip held | 
'The fick Man by the Joint, 1 


And ſaid, Earl Harald, "ſtead of thee, 


Would I had drank this Pint, 


Alack! my very Heart doth wood, 


And doth within me fink ; 


For ſurely a more ſober Earl 


Did never ſwallow Drink. 


With that the Sheriff, in a ook 
To ſee the Earl ſo ſmit, 


 Vow'd to revenge the dead-drunk Peer 


Upon renown'd Sir Kit. 


Then ſtepp'd a gallant *Squire forth, 
Of Viſage thin and pale, 

"Lin d was his Name, and of Gang-hall, 
Faſt by the River Saale. 


Who ſaid he would not have it told, 
Where Eden River ran, | 
That unconcern'd he ſhould fit by ; ; 

80. Sheriff, I'm your Man, 


Now 
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Now when theſe Tidings reach'd the Ro 


Where the Duke lay in Bed, 
How that the Squire ſuddenly 
Upon the Floor was laid : 


O heavy Tidings! (quoth the Duke) 
Cumberland Witneſs be, 
I have not any Captain more 
Of ſuch Account as he. 


Like Tidings to Earl Thane came, 
Within as ſhort a Space, 
How that the Under-Sheriff too 
Was fallen from his Place. 


7 Now God be with him (ſaid the. Earl) 


Sith *twill no better be, 
I truſt I have within my Town, 
As drunken Knights as he. 


Of all the Number that were there, 

| Sir Bains he ſcorn'd to yield; 
But with a Bumper in his Hand, 

He ſtagger'd o'er the Field. 


Thus did this dire Contention end, 
And each Man of the Slain - 
Were quickly carried off to ſleep, 
Their Senſes to regain. c 


God bleſs the King, the Dutcheſs fat, 


And keep the Land in Peace, 


And grant that Drunkenneſs henceforth 


*Mong Noblemen may ceaſe, 


And likewiſe bleſs our Royal Prince, 


The Nation's other Hope, 
And give us Grace for to defy 
The Devil and the Pope. 


SONG. 
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1 SONG 251, 


HE Sun was ſunk beneath the Hill, 
The Weſtern Clouds were lin'd with Gold, 
The Sky was clear, the Winds were ſtill, 
The Flocks Were pent within the F old : 
When from the Silence of the Grove 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of Love, 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant Roſe | 
From the bare Rock, or oozy Beach? 
Who from each barren Weed that grows, 

Expects the Grape, or bluſhing Peach? 
With equal Faith may hope to find 
The Truth of Love in Womankind. 


I have no Herds, no fleecy Care, 

No Fields that wave with golden Grain, - 
2 No Paſture green, nor Garden fair, 
A Damſel's venal Heart to gain: Es Oe, 
Then all in vain my Sighs mutt prove, — 
4 For I; alas! have nought but Love. 1 7 8 


How wretched is the faithful Youth, 

Since Women's Hearts are bought and ſold, 

They aſk not Vows of ſacred Truth, © - 
Whene'er they ſigh, they ſigh for Gold ; 
Gold can the Frowns of Scorn remove, 

But I, alas! have nought but Love. 


To buy the Gems of India's Coaſt, 
What Wealth, what Treaſure can ſuffice? 
Not all their Fire can ever boaſt 
Ihe living Luſtre of her Eyes: 
For theſe the World too cheap would prove, 
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But I, alas ! have nought but Love... x 
O Sylvia! ſince nor Gems, nor Ore, 
Can with your brighter Charms compare, 


Conſider that i profer more, 
More ſeldom found, a Heart ſincere : 
Let Treaſure meaner Beauties move, 


Who pays thy Worth, mult pay in Love. OT . 
N 8 SONG 


(186) 
SONG 252, By Dr. Swir . 


AYS my Uncle, I pray now diſcover 
What has been the Cauſe of your Woes, 
That you pine and you whine like a Lover? 
| I've ſeen Molly Mog of the Roſe ! 
O Nephew ! your Grief is but Folly, 
In Town you may find better Progg, 
Falf a Crown there will get you a Molly, 
A Melly much better than Mogg. 
The School-boy's Delight is a Play-day, 
The School-maſter's Joy is to flogg, 
A Fop's the Delight of a Lady, 
But mane is in ſweet Mo/ly Mogg. 
Fill o Wiſp leads the Trav'ler a-gadding 
Thro' Ditch, and thro' Quagmire and Bogg, 
But no Light can e' er ſet me a-madding, 
Put the Eyes of my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


For Guineas in other Mens Breeches 
| _ Your Gameſters will paum and will cogg, 
But I envy them none of their Riches, 
S8o ! paum my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
The Heart that's half-wounded is ranging, 
It here and there leaps like a Frog, 
But my Heart can never be changing, 
"Tis ſo fixed on ſweet Molly Mogg. 
I know that by Witzweis recited, 
That Women, at beſt, are a Clog; 
But I'm not ſo eaſily frighted 
From loving my {ſweet Molly Mogg. 
A Letter when I am inditing, 4 
Comes Cupid, and gives me a Jog, 
And I fill all my Paper with writing 
Of nothing but ſweet Molly Mogg. 
I feel I'm in Love to Diſtraction, 
My Senſes are loſt in a Fogg; 
And in nothing can find Satisfaction, 
But in Thoughts of my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


2 


Juno, JV. enus, and Palla;'s Merit 


Were Virgil alive with his Phillic, 
| Both his Phillis and fair Amaryllis 


When Molly comes up with the Liquor, 


To be ſure ſhe's a Bit for the Vicar, 


Contriving Crowns of Lillies, 


It ſav'd her plainly ſaying, 


A thouſand Times he kiſs'd her, 


But as he further preſs'd her, 


( 187 ) 


If I would not give up the three Graces, 
I wiſh I were hang'd like a Dog, 

And at Court all the Drawing-room Faces, 
For a Glance at my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


For thoſe Faces want Nature and Spirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a Log; 


Unite in my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


And writing another Eclogue, 


He'd give for my ſweet Mo/ly Mogg. 


Then Jealouſy ſets me a-gog, 
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And ſo 1 ſhall loſe _ Mogg. 2 


SONG 253. 


0 U N G Carydon and Phillis 
Sat in a lovely Grove, 
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Repeating Toys of Love. : 
And ſomething elſe, but what, J dave not name? 5 


But as they were a playing, 
She ogled to the Swain, 
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Let's kiſs to eaſe our Pain, And 3 os" 


Laying her on the Green; 


A pretty Leg was ſeen. And fonething, &c. 


So many Beauties viewing, 
His Ardour ſtill encreas'd, 
And greater Joys purſuing, 
He wander'd o'er her Breaſt, Au. ſomething &e, 


— 


Alaſt 


While I yet am young and true; 
| Ere I can my Soul diſguiſe, 


I ſhou'd long to be fifteen, 


(3188) 


A laſt Effort ſhe trying, 
His Paſſion to withſtand, 


Cry'd, but 'twas faintly crying, 


Pray take away your Hand. And ſomething, &c. 


Young Corydon grown bolder, 


The Minutes would improve; | 
This is the Time, he told her, Xo 
To ſhew you how I love. And ſomething, &c. 


The Nymph ſeem'd almoſt dying, 

Diſſolv'd in amorous Heat, 

She kiſs'd, and told him ſighing, | 
My Dear, your Love is great. Auſſonetbin. &C, 


But PBilli; did recover 


Much ſooner than the Swain : : 


' She, bluſhing, aſk'd her Lover, 


Shall we not kiſs again? And Jeet bing, &c. 


Thus Love his Revels keeping, 
Till Nature at a Stand, 


From Talk they fell to leeping, 


Holding each other”: s Hand. And ſemething &c, 


SONG 284. By Mr. Duvpex. 


O UN I am, and yet unſkill'd, 
How to make a Lover yield: 


How to keep, or how to gain; 


When te love, and when to feign, 5 
Take me, take me, ſome of you, 


% . 


Heave my Breaſts, and roll my Eyes : 


Stay not till FE learn the Way, 


How to lie and to betray; — 
He that has me firſt is bleſt, 


For I may deceive the reſt. 


Could I find a blooming Youth, 
Full of Love, and full of Truth ; 


Briſk, and of a janty Mien, 
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SON G 235. By the Earl of Doks Ex. 
SO all you Ladies now at Land 
We Men at Sea indite ; 
But firſt would have you underſtand 
How hard it is to write ; 
The Muſes now, and Neptune too, 
We muſt implore to write to you, 


With a fol, bs, la, la, 
For tho' the Muſes ſhould prove kind, 
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And fill our empty Brain, 
Vet if rough Neptune rouze the Wind, 
8 To wave the azure Main, . 
Our Paper, Pen, and Ink, and We, H 


. 


Roll up and down our Ships at Sea. 


Then if we write not by each Poſt, 

- Think not we are unkind, 

Nor yet conclude our Ships are loſt 
By Dutchmen, or by Wind ; 

Our Tears we'll ſend a ſpeedier Way, 

The Tide ſhall bring them twice a-day. 


The King, with Wonder and Surprize, 
Will ſwear the Seas grow bold, 

Becauſe the Tides will higher riſe, 
Than e'er they did of old: 

But let him know, it is our Tears | 

Bring Floods of Grief to Whitehall Stairs. 

': Shou'd foggy Opdam chance to know 

O.ur ſad and diſmal Story ; 

+ The Dutch would ſcorn ſo weak a F oe, 

And quit their Fort at Goree ; 

or What Reſiſtance can they Rnd 

From Men who've left their Hearts behind? 


Let Wind and Weather do its worſt, 
Be you to us but kind ; 
Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniard; curſe, 
No Sorrow we ſhall find ; | 
Lis then no matter how Things go, 
Or wulio's our Friend, or who's our Foe, 
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(190) 
To paſs our tedious Hours away, 
We throw a merry Main; 
Or elle at ſerious Ombre play. 
But why ſhould we in vain 
Each other's Ruin thus purſue ? 
We were undone when we left you ! 


But now our Fears tempeſtuous grow, 
And caſt our Hopes away, 

Whilſt you, regardleſs of our Woe, 
Sit careleſs at a Play; 

Perhaps permit ſome happier Man 

To kiſs your Hand, or flirt your Fan. 


When any mournful Tune you hear, 
That dies in ev'ry Note, 

As if it ſigh'd with each Man's 9 
For being ſo remote; 

Think then how often Love we've made 


To you, when all thoſe Tunes were play d. 


In Juſtice you cannot refuſe 
To think of our Diſtreſs, | 
When we for Hopes of Honour loſs 
Our certain Happ:neſs ; L 
All thoſe Deſigns are but to prove 
Ourſelves more worthy of your Love, 


And now we've told you all our Loves; 
And likewiſe all our Fears ; 

In hopes this Declaration moves 
Some Pity from your Tears; 

Let's hear of no Inconſtancy, 

We have too much of that at Sea. 


SONG 256. 


H E. charm of F lorimel 
No Force of Time or Art 
Shall ſever from my Heart ; 
But ever to the World I'll tell, 
The Charms of beauteous Florimel. 


Each 
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( 191 ) 
Each Rock, and ſunny Hill, 
The flow'ry Meads and Groves; 
Shall ſay Myrtillo loves; 
And Echo ſhall be taught to tell 
The Charms, &c. 


Each Tree within the Vale, 
That on its Banks doth wear 
The Triumpbs of my Fair, 
To future Times in Verſe ſhall tell 
The Charms, &c. 


Each Brook and purling Rill, 

: | Shall on its bubbling Stream ” 
Convey the Virgin's Name; 

And, as it rolls, in Murmers tell 
"The Charms, &c, 


'The Sylvan Gods, that dwell 
Amidſt this ſacred Grove, 
Shall wonder at my Love; 
While ev'ry Sound confpires to tell 
The CRATES of 0 Horimel. 
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8 ON G 2 57. By the Earl of Dons; 


| AT Noon on a ſultry Summer's Day, 
| The brighter Lady of the May, 


Young Chloris, innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a Shade. 


Each ſlender Finger play'd its part 
With ſuch Activity and Art, 5 
As would inflame a youthful Heart, 

And warm the moſt decay'd. | 


Her fav'rite Swain by chance came by, 

He ſaw no Anger in her Eye; 

vet when the baſhful Boy Mea nigh, 
She would have ſeem'd afraid. 

N She let her Ivory Needle fall, 
And hurl'd away the twiſted Ball: 

But ſtrait gave Strephon ſuch a Call, 

: As wou'd have mit d the Dead. 
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( 192 ) 

| Dear gentle Youth, is't none but thee ? 
With Innocence I dare be free: 
By ſo much Truth and Modeſty 
No Nymph was e'er betray'd. 


Come, lean thy Head upon my Lap, 
While thy ſmooth Cheeks I ftroke and claps 
Thou may'ft ſecurely take a Nap : 

Which he, poor Fool! obey'd. 


She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore ; 
And found him faſt aſleep all o'er : 
| She ſigh'd, and could endure no more, 
But ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 


Such Virtue ſhall rewarded be; 

For this thy dull Fidelity, 

I'll truſt thee with my Flocks ; not me: 
Purſue thy gazing Trade. 


Go, milk thy Goats, and ſhear thy Sheep, 

And watch all N icht thy Flocks to keep; 

Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd aſleep | : 
* me, miſtaken Maid. Fo 3 


S O NG 258. By Dr. Swir, Mr. Pors, 
and Dr. ARBUTHNOT. 


0 Lordlings proud I tune my Song : 

Who fealt in Bow'r or Hall; 
Tho” Dukes they be, yet Dukes ſhall ſee 
That Pride will have a Fall. 


Now that this ſame it is right ſooth, 
Full plain it does appear, 
For what befel the Duke of Guiſe, 
And Mic of Lancaſtere. 

When Richard cœur de Lyon reign'd, 
(Which means a Lyon's Heart) 
Like him his Barons rag'd and roar 'd, 

Each Tov 's a Lyon's Part, 5 
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( 193 ) 


A Word and Blow was then enough, 


Such Honour did them prick, 


If you but turn'd your Cheek, a Cuff, 
And if your A—e, a Kick. 


Look in their Face, they tweak'd your Noſe, 


Atev'ry Turn fell to 14 


Come near, they trod upon your Toes; 


They tought from Head to Foot. 


Of theſe, the Duke of Lancaftere 
Stood paramount in Pride ; 


He kick'd, and cuff d, and tweak'd, and trod 


His Foes and Friends beſide. 


Firm on his Front his Beaver ſat, 


So broad, it hid his Chin, 


For why? he thought no Man his Mate, 
And fear'd to tan his Skin. 


With Span; Wool he dy'd his Check, 


With Eſſencè oil'd his Hair; 
No vi en Civet-cat more ſweet, 
Nor more could ſcratch and tear. 


Right tall he made himſelf to ſhow, 


Iho' made full ſhort by G - d; 
And when all other Dukes did bow, 
This Luke did only nod. 


Yet courteous, blithe, and debonair 
To Guiſe's Duke was he ; 


Never was ſuch a loving Pair, 


Why did they diſagree ? 


Oh! thus it was, he lov'd him dear, 
And caſt how to requite him; 


And having no Friend left but this, 
He deem'd it meet to fight him. 


Forthwith he drench'd his deſplrate Quill, 


And thus he did invite: 


This Eve at Whiſk ourſelf will bay 


Sir Duke, be here to night. 
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| ie 
Ah no! ah no; the guileleſs Guiſe 
Demurely did reply ; 
I cannot go, nor yet can ſtand, 
So ſore the Gout have I. 


The Duke in Wrath call'd for his Steeds, 
And fiercely drove them on ; 

Lord! Lord ! how rattled then thy — 
O kingly Kenſington ! 

All in a Trice on Gute he ruſh'd, 
Thruſt out his Lady dear; 

He tweak'd his Noſe, trod on his Toes, 

And ſmote him on the Ear. 


But mark ! how *mid{t of Victory, 3 
Fate ſhews an old Dog- trick; 7 

Up leap'd Duke John, and knock'd him down, f 
And 10 down fell Duke Nic, | 


Alas, oh Nic oh Nic, alas! 
Right did thy Ge ſſip call thee ; 

As who ſhall ſay, alas! the day, 
When John of Guiſe ſhall maul thee : 


For on thee did he clap his Chair, 
And on that Chair did fit; 

And look'd as if he meant therein 
To do what was not fit. 8 


Up didſt thou look, oh woful Duke ! 
Thy Mouth yet durſt not ope, 
Certes, for fear of finding there 
A T—— d inſtead of T'rope. 


« Lie there, thou Caitiff vile (quoth Guiſe) 
„No Sheet is here to ſave thee, | 
„The Caſement it is ſhut likewiſe, 
© Beneath my Feet I have thee, 


If thou haſt aught to ſay, now ſpeak, 

Then Lancaſfere did cry, 

«© Know'ſt thou not me, nor yet thy elf, 
0 Who thou, and who am I? 
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( 195 ) 
“ Know'ſt thou not me, who (God be prais'd) 
Have bawl'd and quarrel]? d more | 
6“ Than all the Line of Lancaſtere 
% 'That battled heretofore ? 


© In Senates fam'd for many a Speech, 
And, what ſome Awe mult give ye, 
© Tho laid thus low beneath thy Breech, 


„Still of the Council-privy : [ 

Still of the Duchy Chancellor, ; 

5 * Durante Lite I have it, q 

And turn (as now thou do'ſt on me) 
Mine A—eon them that gave it. 
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But now the Servants they ruſh'd in, 
2 And Duke Nic up-leap'd he 

E I will not cope againſt ſuch Odds, 
( But Guiſe, I'll fight with thee : 
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To- morrow with thee will I fight, 
1 Under the Green wood Tree; 

© No, not to morrow, but to-night _ 
1 & (Quoth Guile) I' ith thee. 
Wm (Quoth Gui/e) IL'Il fight with thee, 
And now the Sun declining low, 


. Beſtreak'd with Blood the Skies, 

When with his Sword at Saddle-bow 

| Redeforth the valiant Gui/e, 

Full gently praunc'd he on the Lawn, „ | 14 
Oft roll'd his Eyes around, | 

And from his Stirrup ſtretch d to find 

1 Who was not to be found. 

13 Long brandiſh'd he the Blade in Air, 

: Long look'd the Field all o'er, | 

Alt length he ſpy'd the merry Men brown, 
And eke the Coach and Four 

From out the Boot bold Nicholas 

2 Did wave his Wand ſo white, 

As pointing out the gloomy Glade, 
Whereat he meant to W 
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6196) 
Al in that dreadful Hour ſo calm | 
Was Larcaftere to fee, 


As it he 3 to take the Air, 
Or only take a Fee. 


And ſo he dd; for to Neav Court 
His trowling Wheels they run, 


Not that he ſhunn'd the doubtful Strife, | 


But Bus'neſs muſt be done. 


Back in the Dark, by Brampton park, 
He turn'd up thro" the Gore, - 
So ſlunk to Camden-Houſe ſo high, 
All in his Coach and Four. 


iean while Duke Guiſe did fret and fume, 


A Sight it was to ſee, 
Penumb'd beneath the Ev'ning Dew 
Under the Green-wood Tree. 


J hen wet ard weary home he far'd, 
Sore mutt'ring all the Way, 

- The Day I meet Nzc, he ſhall rue 
The Cudgel of that Daß. 
Mean time on ev'ry piſſing Poſt 

Peaſte we this Recreant's Name, 

So that each Paſſer-by ſhall read, 
Ard piſs againſt the ſame. 


Now God preſerve our gracious King, 

: And grant his Nobles all 

May earn this Leſion from Duke Nic, 
J ac Pride will have A Fall. 


SONG 259. 


' AST din at St. James's Pray'rs, 
4 The t'rince and Princeſs by, 
1, dreſs'd in all my Whale-bone Airs, 
Sat in-a Cloſet nigh. 


1 bos'd my Knees, J he'd my Book, 
Read all the Anſwers o'er; 

| But was prevented by a Look, 

Which pierc'd me from tlie Door 
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High Thoughts of Heav'n I came to uſe 


With the devouteſt Care, 
Which gay young Stef hon as me loſe, 
And all the Raptures ther | 


He went to hand me to my 9 
And bow'd with courtly Grace; « 


Put whiſper'd Love into mine Ear, 


Too warm for that grave Place. 


Love. Love, ſaid he, by all ador d, 


My tender Heart has won : 
But I, grown peeviſh at the Ford, 
Deſir'd he might be gone. 


He went quite out of Sight, while I 
A kinder Anſwer meant; 


Nor did 1 for my Sins that Day, 


By half ſo much repent. 
8 O N G 260, | 


Polls I will not implore, 
For he in Fables deals ; 


And eke that Man I do abhor, 


Who wrote the Perſian Tales. 


 Whoe'er, of February laſt, 


Of Flying-poſt the News ſaw, 
Did read with Terror much aghaſt 
The Monſter of Raguſa. 


How Proteus left his wat'ry Couch, 
The Pagan Poets tell; 

He had more Shapes than 3 
And in the Deep did dwell. 


Their Proteus and his Flock ſo fair 
Their Neptune and their Triton, 

If with this Giant you compare, 
Are Monſters you may ſh — e on. 

His Stature it is wond'rous high, 
High as the TOw'r of Babel, 

So that his Head propt up the Sky, 
Is moſt high- ly probable. 
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( 198 ) 
On a Whale's Back he fat full faſt, 
A Dolphin was his Dog ; 
With Cable-rope ty'd to a Maſt, 
His Whale he oft did flog. | 


Peneath his Arms did Muſcles cling, 

And Congers ſuck each Pap: 

Pehind his Buttocks hung two Ling, 
That always went Hip-Hap. 

Oyſters about him ſtuck like Warts, 
Eels twiſted round his Tail, 

Crabs clamber'd up his Privy-parts, 

Which he crack'd on his Nail. 

His very ſneezing ſhook the Shore, 

He cough'd the Ground aſunder ; 


His Voice was like the Cannon's Roar, 
And he broke wind like Thunder. 


None did him ſee, that ſtood him near, 


Or knew the Words he faid ; 
For few could ſee, and few could hear, 
Since all the Folks were dead. 


O Monſter ! Monſter ! who could know 


The Words that from thee came? 
Rome and Feruſalem alſo 1 
Both heard and told the ſame. 


Much he of Antichriſt held forth, 


And much of the Pretender; 
Much of a Monarch in the Vorth, 
That once did lodge at Bender. 
He talked gf the King of Fance, 
Of Ergliſ Whig and Tory; 
And how their Jars do much advance 
Great-Britain's Pow'r and Glory ! 


The Pope's the Whore of Babylon, 


The Tark he is a Few ; 
The Chriſtian is an Indfidel, 
That ſitteth in a Pew, 
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And yet the Pope ſhall Chriſtian turn, 
In Hopes of his Salvation. 
Aſeill likewiſe, and Tolaud burn 
At ſtake for Revelation. 


'Gainſt Paint and Play-houſes he ſpoke, 

_ Hoop-petticoats and Tea, 

And Vintners vile, that poiſon Folk, 
And Snuff, and Sodomy, 

This ſaid, he back to Sea did ſlip, 

hut firſt eat fifty Muttons) 

And of his Tail cock'd up the Tip, 

Long as the Worm at Bution's. 


O Button ! do not advertiſe, 


Nor thy huge Worm ſo brag on; 
This Giant voided, of vaſt Size, 
A mighty flying Dragon. 
And tho? his Belly made great Roar, 
And rats'd the T Were louder, 


Tis ſaid he never knew John Moor, 


Nor ſwallow'd lis Worm-powder. 


SONG 261. 


Fear and Prebendary 
A Had late a new Vagary, 
And were at doubtful Strife, Sir, 


Who led a better Life, Sir, 


And was the better Man, 
And was the better Man. 


The Dear he ſaid, that truly, 

Since Bluff was fo unruly, 

He'd prove it to his Face, Sir, 

'That he had the moſt Grace, Sir, 
And fo the Fight began, &c. 


Then Pres. reply'd like Thunder, 


And roar'd out, twas no Wonder, 
Since Gods the Dean had three, Sir, 


And more by two than he, Sir, 
Fer he had got but one, &c. 


Now 
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Now whilſt theſe two were raging, 
And in Diſputes engaging, 

The Maſter of the Charter 
Said both had caught a Tartar, 


For Gods, Sir, there avere none, &c. 


That all the Books of Moſes 


Were nothing but ſuppoſes ; 
That he deſerv'd Rebuke, Sir, 5 
Who wrote the Pentatcuch, Sir, 
ITavas nothing but a Sham, &C, Th -Þ 
That as for Father Adam, „ 


And Mrs. Ewe, his Madam, 

And what the Serpent ſpoke, Sir, 

*F'was nothing but a Joke, Sir, 
And well inventcd Flam, &. 


Thus in this Battle-royal, 
As none would take Denial, 
The Dame for which they ſtrove, Sir, 
Could neither of them love, Sir, 
Which hept them in \uſpence, & e. 
She therefore flily waiting, 
Left all three Fools a-prating, 
And being in a Fright, Sir, 
| Religion took her Flight, Sir, 
And ne er was heard of finer, &c. 
> 78.D:N:G:: 262; 
CO AY, lovely S/, lewd and fair, 
Venus in Face and Mind, .Þ 
Why muſt not ] that Bounty ſhare _ 
You pour on all Mankind? | = 


'That Sun that ſhines promiſcuouſſy 3 
On Prince and Porter's Head, 3 
Why muſt it now Icave only me | E 
10 languiſh in the Sade? = 


In vain you cry, you'll fin no more, 
In vain you pray and faſt; _ 
| You'll ne'er perſuade us, till threeſcore, 85 
That Sylvia can be chaſtee.. 5 
„„ When 
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When thus affectedly you cant, 
You're ſuch a young Beginner, 
You make at belt an aukward Saint, 
That are a x Charming re 


SONG 263, 


I | bright Belinda, hither fly, 
And ſuch a Light diſcover, 
As may the abſent Sun ſupply, 
And chear the drooping Lover. 


Ariſe, my Day, with Speed 2 
And Il my Sorrows baniſh; 


| Fefore the Son of thy bright Ey es 


All gloomy Terrors vaniſh, 
No longer let me ſigh in vain, 
And curſe the hoarded Treaſure : 
Why ſhould you love to give us Pain, 
When you were made for Pleaſure ? 
The petty Pow'rs of Hell deftroy, 


To ſave's the Pride of Heav' 1 


To you the firſt, if you prove coy, | 
If kind, the laſt is g ven, 


The Choice then ſur.'s not hard to make 


 Betwixt the Good and Evil; 
Wh ch Title had you rather take, 
My Goddeſs, 0 or hon # Devil? 


8 ON 8 2604, 
E Sons of the Platter, give Far, The 
Ve ter habct aures, they ſay, 
J he Praiſe of Good Fating to hear, 
Tou'll never be our of the Way, 
But ewith Kuiwe: ſvarp as Rators, ar { Ecomachs as een, 
Stand 7 nay 1 to cut thre Vet and thro) J. can, 


| This Fat ana thro” Lean, 
Stard read, fo cut thr) Fat and t Lean. 


E35 Tue 
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The Science of Eating is old, £ 
Its Antiquity no Man can doubt : 
Tho' Adam was ſqueamiſh, we're told, 
Eweſoon found a dainty Bit out. 
Then ariih Knives ſharp, as Razor:, and Stomachs as keen, 
Our Paſſage lets cut thro" Fat and thro Lean, Kc. 


Thro' the World from the Weſt to the Eaſt, 
Whether City, or Country, or Court, 
There's none, whether Layman or Prieſt, 
But with Pleaſure confeſſes the Sport; 
hen «with Knives ſharp as Razors, and Stomachs as keen, 
Their Poa, age they cut thro' Fat and thro" Lean, &C. 


At fair London the Chief Magiſtrate, 
From a Sermon at holy St. Paul, 
Strait rides in a great Coach of State 
To a Dinner at Fißmongers Hall; | 
Where evith Knife ſhat Þ as Raxor, ond Seward as lun, 
11. s Paſſage be cuts thro" Fat and thro' Lean, &, 


T! here come Aldermen wrapt upin Pur, 
And Sword bearer too at that Call; 
Or how were he able to bear 
Ihe Sword — and the Scabbard all? 
"Elkins evith Knives ſharp as Razors, and Stomachs as keen, 
Their Pagage they cut thro" Fat ad thro” Lean, Ke. > 


Common-council, and Liverymen, 
Ihe Rulers of every Street, 
There come to cut and come again; 
A Magiſtrate lives but to cat. 
"Thin avi ith K:.ives ſharp as Razors, and gan as lecns 
Thar Pa Vase they eut thro) Fat and thro" Lean, Ke. 


At the Sound of the good College. bell, 

On a Gawdy the Doctors deſcend, # 

With a Grace all in Latin, to tell, # 
'The Founder to eating a F riend. 

| Then with Knives ſharp as Razors, and Stomachs as Keen; 
Our Paſſage let's cut thro Fat and thro) Lean, &c. 


At 
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At the Horn's moſt untuneable Notes 
The judges repleniſh their Maw, 
And with Napkins tuck'd up to their Throats, 
Shew good Eating's according to Law. 
Then with Kni ve, ſharp as Razors, and Stomachs as feen, 
Our Paſage let's cut thro' Fat and thro” Lean, c. | 


At the Knock at the Buttery-hatch, | 7 
Ihe roſy-gill'd Chaplain comes down; * -- 
And my Lord himſelf makes ſuch Diſpatch, 
TIuhat his Gout at that Sound is quite luwn. 
Then with Knives ſharp as Razors, and Stzmachs as keen, 
Their Paſſage they cut thro) Fat and thro' Lean, &C. 
Neither Horns, neither Knockers, nor Bells 
Hath the Plowman to give him his Cue: 
His Stomach his Dinner-time tells, 
| And he whets his Caſe-knife on his Shoe ; 
| Then with Edge ſharp as Razor, and Stomach as keen, 
His Paſſage he cuts thro* Fat and thro Lean, &C, 


The *: <quire makes the Chaſe all his Care, | = 

Oi''er Hills and thro' Valleys his Courle ; ; 
And after a Whet of freſh Air, 

| He as hungry returns as his Horſe ; 

pen with Knife ſharp as Razor, and Stomach as keen, 
His Paſſage he cuts thro Fat and thro) Lean, Ke. „„ 5 


Here the Doctor, the Lawyer, Divine, 
= The Courtier, the T radeſman, all meet : 
Their Care and their Toil is to dive 3; 
——Tis all- to be able to eat; 
Then with Knives ſharp as Razors, and Stomachs as keen, 
Our Paſſage let's cut thro' Fat and thro Leas, Kc. | 


A Feaſt is an Emblem of Life, 
Where no ſooner we taſte, but we're gone; 
Few can ſay, [ have play'd a good Knife, 
Lew or none, Life ſo ſhort, few or noue. 
Then with Knives harp as Razors, and Stomachs as teen, 
| Our Paſſage let” cut thro Fat and thro Lean; 
| Thro' Fat and thro' Team, 
Our Pajege It cut thro Fat and « tory: Leas. | 


SONG 
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| HY, cruel Creature, why ſo bent 
| To vex a tender Heart ? 

To Gold and Title you relent, 

Love throws in vain his Dart. 


Let glitt' ring Fools in Courts be great, 
Por Pay let Armies move; 
Ecauty ſhou'd have no other Bait, 
Eut gentle Vows and Love. 
If on thoſe endleſs Charms you lay 
I he Value that's their Due, 
Kings are themſelves too poor to pay. 
A thouſand Worlds too few, _ „ 


But if a Paſſion without Vice, 
Without Diſguiſe or Art, 

Ah Czlia! if true Love's your Price, 
Echold it in my Heart, 
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\OME liken Man to brittle glaſs, 
Some to a burning Taper, 
1 o Garden Flow'rs, or Meadow Graſs, 

Or to a riſing Vapour. 


But de ubileſs Beer in Barrel tunn'd,. 
Or cloſe in Bottle pent, _ 
Does human Life through all its Round 
Moſt clearly repreſent, 


Ihe Infant Drink will driv'ling doſe, 
And cry like Child in Cradle ; 
You muit let neither lie too looſe, 
Nor yet too cloſely ſwaddle. 
New Ale, we know, is full of Wind, 
Wanting due Time to ſtale it; 
The Dregs, not yet by Age refin'd, 
Are nauſeous t to the Palate. 
Freſi Hops ſometimes our Art employs, 
J o rectify the Liquor; 
And who believes, but that the Boy's 8 
Correction is a Bitter ? 
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At length imprbv'd by rip'ning Age, 
Both Man and Beer grow bright; 
To Converſation they engage, 
And ev'ry Friend delight. 


But if the Cork be naught in one, 
And weak the Head in t other ; 5 
Ihe Liquor's flat, and Dunce the Man, 
And neither can recover. 
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v the Mole on your Bubbies, ſo round int fo white, 
By the Mole on your Neck, where my Arms would 
unite: 
By whatever Mole elſe you have got out of Sight, 
I beſeech you to hear me, dear Molly. 


By the Kiſs juſt a ſtarting from off your moiſt Lips, 
By the delicate up-and down Jutt of of your Hips, 5 
By the Tip of your T ougue, which all Fa jar out- 
-— 0 - | 


3 beſeech, Kc, 


By the Down on your Boſom, on which my © oul dies; 

By the Thing of all Things, which you love as your 

„ +7 
| By the Thoughts you lie down with, and thoſe when 

vou . 


4 beſeech, &c. 


By all the ſoft Pleaſures a Virgin. can n ſhare, 
. BY the critical Minute no Virgin can bear, 
1 By the Queſtion TI burn for to aſk, but don't dare ; 5 
1 1 thiè to Prar me, dear e. 


SONG 268. 


TEre are Ty and Sports 
7 Of all Sizes and Sorts, 
x Coach'd Damſel and *Squire, 
And Mob i in the Me, 


Tar. 
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Tarpaulins, Trugmallions, 
Lords, Ladies, Sows Babies, 
And Loobies in ſcores; _ 
Some hawling, ſome bawling, 
Some leering, ſome fleering, 
| Some loviag, ſome ſhoving, 
With Legions of furbelow'd Whores. 
Jo the Tavern ſome go, 
And ſome to the Show, | "7 
See Poppets and Moppets, 
Jack-puddens for Cuddens, 
KRope- dancing, Mares prancing, 
| Boats flying, Quacks lying, 
Pick- pockets, Fick-Plackets, 
Beaſts, Butchers, and Beaus: 
Fops prattling, Dice rattling, 
Rooks ſhamming, Putts damning, 
Whores painted, Mafks tainted 
In Tally-mens furbelow'd Clothes. 
The Mob's Joys would you know? 
To yon Muſiek-houſe go; 
See Taylors and Sailors, 
Whores Molly and Dolly, 
Hear Muſick makes you ſick ; 
Some ſkipping, ſome tripping, 
Some ſmoaking, ſome joking, 
Like Spiggot and Ta; 
5 5 Shark 1 ** Pleaſure, 
Thus ſwilling and billing, | 
Some yearly get fairly, _ | 
For Fairings, Pig, Pork, and a Clap. 


SONG 269. 
xv v Ould you have a young Virgin of fifteen Vears? 
wW You muſt tickle her Fancy with Sweets and Dears; 


| Evertoying and playing and ſweetly, ſweetly 
Sing a Love-ſonnet, and charm her Ears; 


Witty, 
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Wittity, prettily talk her down ; 
Chaſe her and praiſe her, if fair or brown; 
Sooth her and ſmooth her, | 
And teaze her and pleaſe her, 
And touch but her Smicket, and all's your own. 


Did you fancy a Widow well known in Man? 

With a Front of Aſſurance come boldly on; 

Be at her each Moment, and briſkly, briſkly 

Put her in Mind how the Time ſteals on; 

Rattle and pratile, altho' ſhe frown, | 
 Rouze her, and touze her from Mora to N oon, 

And ſhew her ſome Hour | 
' You'll anſwer her Dow'r, 
And get but her Writings, and all's your own. 


Do you fancy a Punk of a Humour free, 
That's kept by a Fumbler of Quality? 
| You muſt rail at her Keeper, and tell her, tell Her. 
That Pleaſure's beſt Charm is Variety: 
Swear her much fairer than all the Town, 
Try her and ply her when Cully's gone, 
Dog her aud jog her, 
And meet her and treat her, 
5 And Kiſs with a Guinea, and alls 8 your own. 
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Very 8 Fancy, a brave gallante few: 3 

A very pretty Fancy, a brave gallante Show ; 
E juſte come from France, a very pretty Fancy, 

E jufte come from France, toute nouveau. 


De firſt Ting be de true Picture of de great magnificent 
City of Londres, | 
Dat fill every Part of de World vid Surprize, Pleaſure, 
and Wonder: | 
Here de cunning French, de viſe Tralian, and Spaniard 
1 runne; 
And vere can dey go elle, Morbl: en, to et quarter of de 
5 Money ? FE” | 
And 
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And for de Diverſions, dat make a de Pleaſure for dis 
great Town, 
Dey be ſo many, ſo fine, ſo pleaſant, ſo cheap as never 
| was known; | 
Here be de Hay- market, vere de Tralian Open a0 ſweet- 
ly found, 


Dat coſt a de brive Gentry no more as two hundred 
touſand Pound. | 


Here be de famous Comedians of de World, de Troupe 
, JRatieny- 

Dat make a de poor Eng/; 72 veep, bocauſe dey vil troupe 
> home agen; 

De toder Place be Mademoiſelle Violante ſhew a touſand 
trick 

Se j jump upon de Rope ten Storie, and never + break 1 

neck. 


Here be de viſe Managers ſhew all de Viſdom of their 
* Brain, 
5 Dat make a de fine Ting of Wagner and Hbericack in 
| Drury-Laue : . 
See how dey turn about, for der own Diverſion in de 

flying Chair! 7 
80 prodigious enen vil never be dis touſand Year. 


8 O N G 571. 2 Sir Joux SUCKLING, 


PLL tell as: Dick, where I have been, | 
1 Where I the rareſt Things have ſeen, 
| Oh ! Things without compare : 

Such Sights again cannot be found 
In any Place on Exgliſ Ground, 
Be it at Wake or Fair. 


At Charing: croſs, hard by the Way, - 
Where we (thou know'ſt) do ſell our Hay, 
There is a Houſe with Stairs; 
And there did I ſee coming down 
Such Folk as are not in our Town, 
| Vorty a at leaſt 1 in Pairs, - ds 
| | Among 
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Among the reſt one peſt'lent fine 
(His Beard no bigger tho' than thine) 
Walk'd on before the reſt: 
Our Landlord looks like nothing to him ; 
The King (God bleſs him) *twould undo him, 
Snould he go ſtill ſo dreſt. 


At Courſe a Pack, without all doubt, 
He ſhould have firſt been taken out, 

By all the Maids i th' Town: 
Though luſty Roger there had been, 
Or licile George upon the Green, 

Or Vincent of the Crown. 
Bat wot you what? The Vouth was going 
To make an End of all his Wooing; 3 
Luhe Parſon for him ſtaid: 
Vet by his Leave {for all his alte) 
He did not ſo much wiſh all pail, 
I (Perchance) as did the Maid, 


The Maid !—and thereby hangs a Tale— 5 
| For ſuch a Maid no Vhitſon Ale _ 
Could ever yet produce: 
No Grape that's kindly ripe could be 
So round, fo 1 85 ſo ſoft as ſhe, 
Nor half { o full of Juice. 


Her Finger was ſo ſmal!, the Ring 
Would not ttay on which they did bring, - 
It was too wide a Pack: 
And to ſay truth (for out it muſt) 


| Itlook'd like che great Collar (juſt) 


About our young Colt's Neck, * 


Her Feet beneath her Petticoat, 
Like little Mice hole in and out, 
4s if they fear'd the Light: 
But oh! ſhe dances ſuch a Way! 
No Sun upon an Eaſter Day 
Is half fo finea Sight. 


He would have kiſs'd her once or r twice, 


1 But ſhe would not ſhe \ was $10 nice, | 


She 


, 
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She wou'd not do't in Sight : 

And then ſhe looks as who ſhould ſay, 

1 will do what I lift to- day; | 
And you ſhall do't at Night. 


| Her Checks ſo rare a white was on, 

No Daiſy makes Compariſon, 
(Who ſees them is undone :) 
For Streaks of Red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Cath'rine Pear, 

- (The Side that's next the Sun.) 
Her Lips were red; and one was thin, 
Compar'd to that was next her Chin, 
| (Some Bee had ſtung it newly: 
But C Dick her Eyes ſo guard her Face, 
I I durſt no more upon them gaze, - 
Than on the Sun in July. 


- Her Mouth ſo ſmall, when ſhe does ſpeak, 

Thoud' ſt ſwear her Leeth her Words did break 
That they might Paſſage get: 
But ſhe ſo handled {till the Matter, 


5 ; They came as good as ours, or better, 


And are not ſpent a-Wwhit. 

If wiſhing ſhould be any Sin, 

: T he Prieſt himſelf had guilty been, 

| She look'd that Day ſo purely: 

And did the Youth ſo oft the Feat, 

At Night, as ſome did in Conceit, 
It would have ſpoil'd him ſurely. | 


Juſt in the nick the Cook knock'd r 
And all the Waiters in a trice 
His Summons did obey: 
Each Serving man, with Diſh in Hd, 
March'd boldly up, like our Train'd Band, 
Preſented, and away. _ 


When all the Meat was on the Table, 
What Man of Knife or Teeth was able 
To ſtay to be intreated ? 

And this the very Reaſon was, 
Before the Parſ.n could ſay Grac e, 
The Company were ſeated. 


r) 
The Bus'neſs of the K itchen's great, 
For it is fit that Men ſhould ent, 
Nor was it there deny'd : 
Paſſion oh me! how I run on! 5 
There's that that would be thought upon, 
(I trow) beſides the Bride. 


Now Hats fly off, and"then the Houfe, * _ 
Healths firſt go round, and Youths carouſe, 

| The Bride's came thick and thick ; 

And when 'twas nam'd another's Health, 

| Perhaps he made it her's by ſtealth, 

And who could help it, Dick? 


O' th' ſudden up they riſe and dance: 
Then ſit again, and ſigh and glance, 
Then dance again and kiſs : 
 Þ Thus ſeveral ways the Time did paſs, 
| Till every Woman wiſh'd her Place, 
And ev'ry Man wiſh'd his. 


By this Time all were ſtol'n aſide, 


= | To counſel and undreſs the Bride ; 


hut that he muſt not know: e- 
hut yet 'twas thought he gueſs'd her Mind, 
And did not mean to ſtay behind _ 
N Above an Hour or ſo. 


When in he came ( Dick ) there ſhe Jay, 
Like new-fall'n Snow melting away, 
| (' was Time, I trow, to part) 

E | Kiſſes were now the onl; y Stay, | 
Which ſoon ſhe gave, as who would ſay, 
: Good b'ye! with all my Heart. 


| But, juſt as Heav'n wou'd have, to croſs it, 


In came the Bride-maids with the Poſſet: 


; The Bridegroom eat in ſpite : 
For had he left the Women to't, 
It would have coſt two Hours to do't, 
Which were too much that Night. 
At length the Candle's out, and now, 
All that they had not done, they 40. 5 


„ 
What that is, who can tell! 
Pat I believe it was no more 


I han thou and I have done before 
With Bridget and with Nell. 
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Iten all, I pray, to the Words I've to ſay, 
In Memory {ure inſert em; 
Rich Wines do us raiſe to the Honour of Pays 3 ; 
Quem non fecere diſertum ? 


Of all the briſk Juice which the Gods do produce, 
Claret ſhall be preferr'd before em: 
"Tis Claret ſhall ſtrait us Mortals create 
Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. 


| We abandon all Ale, and Beer that is ſtale, 
 Keſa Solis, and damnable Stum; 8 
But ſparkling Red ſhall hold up its Head 


*Bove omne quod exit in um. 


This is the Wine, that in former Time 

Fach wiſe one of the Mag 

Was wont to carouſe in a Chaplet of Boughs, 
Recubans ſub tegmine fagi. 


; Let a Hop be their Bane, let a Rope be their Shams, 
Let the Gout and Colic pine em, 
'T hat offer to ſhrink in taking their Drink, 


Seu Cræcum, five Latinum. 


Let the Glaſs fly about, till the Bottle is out, 
| Let each one do as he's done io; 
Vaunt thoſe that hug th' abominable Jug, 
'Mong us Heterolita ſunto. 


There's no ſuch Diſeaſe as he that doth pleaſe 
His Palate with Beer for to ſhame us; 

?Tis Claret that brings to Fancy its Wings, 
And ſays, Muſa majora canamus. 


He's either a Mute, or does poorly diſpute, | 

That drinketh not Wine as we Men do; 5 
The more Wine a Man drinks, like a ſubtle Sphinx, | 
Tantum valet ſte loguende. | - 

| How 
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How it chears the Brains! how it warms the Veins! ? 
How gainſt all Croſſes it arms us! 


How it makes him that's poor — roar, 
Et mutatas dicere formas. 


Give me the Boy, my Delight and my Joy, 
To my tantum that drinks his tale; 


By Wine he that waxes, in our 3 


Eft verbum penſonale. 


Art thou weak or lame, or thy Wits to ae 
Call for Wine, and thou fhalt have it; 


» Twill make thee to riſe, and be very wite, 


Cum Vim natura negavit, 


Wie have frolick Rounds, we have merry Go-downs, 


Yet nothing 1 is done at random; 


For when we're to pay, we club and away, 
d eft commune notandum. 


No Vintners deny the Lads that are dry, 


But give em Wine, whate'er it coſt em; 


if they do not pay till another Day, 


Manet alta mente repoſtum. 


Who ne' er fails to drink all clear from the Brink 


With a ſmooth and even Swallow, 
T'll offer at's Shrine, and call it divine, 
Et erit mihi magnus Apollo. 


| He that drinks till, and ne'er has his Fill, 


Has a Paſlage like a Conduit: 


Briſk Wine does inſpire with Rapture and Fi ire, 
Sic ether ethera fundit, 


When we merrily quaff, if any 90 off, 

And lily offer to paſs ye; 

Give their Noſe a Twitch, and kick em 0' th Breech, 
Nam componuntur ab aſſe. 


J have told you plain, and will you again, 
Be he as furious as Orlando, 

He is an Aſs that from hence doth paſs, 
Niſi bibit ad oflia ftando, 
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H ! how ſweet it is to love! 
Ah! how gay is young Deſire ! 
And what pleaſing Pains we prove, 
When firſt we feel a Lover's Fire! 

Pains of Love are ſweeter far 
Than all other Pleaſures are. 


Sighs which are from Lovers blown 
Do but gently heave the Heart: 
Ev'n the Tears they ſhed alone 
Cure, like trickling Balm, their Smart. 
Lovers, when they loſe their Breath, _ 
Bleed away, an eaſy Death. 


Love and Time with Rev'rence uſe, 
Treat 'em like a parting Friend; 
Nor the golden Gifts refuſe 
Which in Youth ſincere they lend: 
For each Year their Price is more, 
And they leſs ſimple than before. 


Love, like Spring- tides full and high, 
Swells in ev'ry youthful Vein: 
But each Tide does leſs ſupply, 
Till they quite ſhrink in again ; 
If a Flow in Age appear, 
»Tis but Rain, and runs not clear. 
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PON Clarinda's panting Breaſt 
The happy Strephon lay, 

With Love and Beauty jointly prelrd 
To paſs the Time away. 

Freſh Raptures of tranſporting Love 
Struck all his Senſes dumb; 

He envy'd not the Powers above, | 
Nor all the Joys to come. 
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As Bees around the Garden rove, 
To fetch their Treaſures home, 
So Strephon trac'd the Fields of Love, 
_ To fill her Honey-comb : 
Her Ruby Lips he kiſs'd and preſs'd, 
From whence all Joys derive; 


Then humming round her ſnowy Breaſt, 


Strait crept into her Hive, 


3 SONG 275, 
"T *Obacco's but an Idian Weed, 
Grows green at Morn, cut down at Eve; 
It ſhews our Decay, we are but Clay, 
Think on this when you ſmoak Tobacco. 


The Pipe that is ſo Lily white, 


Wherein ſo many take Delight, 

Is broke with a Touch, Man's Life is ſuch. 

Think on this when you ſmoak Tobacco. 

The Pipe that is fo foul within, 

Shews how Man's Soul is ſtain'd with Sin ; 
It does require to be purg'd by Fire. 
'Think of this when you take Tobacco. 

The Aſhes that are left behind, | | 

Do ſerve to put us all in mind, 

That into Duſt return we muſt, 

Think on this when you ſmoak Tobacco, 


The Smoke that does ſo high aſcend, 

Shews that Man's Lite muſt have an End; 
The Vapour's gone, Man's Life is done. 
'Think on this when you take Tobacco, 


SONG 276. In the Beggar's Wedding. 


OW bleſs'd are Beggar-laſſes, 
Who never toil for Treaſure ! 
We know no Care, but how to ſhare 
Each Day's ſucceſlive Pleaſure. 
Drink away, let's be gay, 
Beggars ſtill with Bliſs abound ; 
Mirth and Joy ne er can cloy, 
Mpilſi the ſparkling Glaſs goes round. 


A Fig 
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A Fig for gaudy Faſhions, 

No Want of Cloaths oppreſs us: 
Welle ai Eaſe with Rags and Fleas ; 
We value not our Dreſſes. 

Drink away, &c. 


We ſcorn all Ladies Waſhes, 
With which they ſpoil each Feature : 
No Patch or Paint our Beauties taint; 
We live in ſimple Nature. 
Drink away, &c. 


No Colick, Spleen, or Vapours, 
At Morn or Ev'ning teize us; 
We drink not Tea, or Ratakfie ; 
When ſick, a Dram can eaſe us, 
Drink awvay, &c. 


What Ladies act in private, 
By Nature's ſoft Complaiſance, 
We think no Crime, when in our Prime, 
To kiſs without a Licence. ; 
Drink away, &c. | 


We know no Shame or Scandal, 
The Beggars Law befriends us; 
We all agree in Liberty, 
And Poverty defends us. 
Drint away, &c. 


Like jolly Beggar-wenches, 
Thus, thus, we drown all Sorrow; 3 
We live to- day, and ne'er delay 
Our Pleaſure till to-morrow. 


Drink away, &C. 
| SONG 277, 
"OW cruel is a Parent's Care 
Who Riches only prizes? | 

When finding out ſome Booby Heir, 

He thinks he wondrous wiſe is. 
While the poor Maid, to ſhun her F ate, 
And not to prove a Wretch in State, 
To 'ſcape the Blockhead ſhe muſt hate, 

She weds where ſhe deſpiſes. 


The 


(27) 
The harmleſs Dove thus trembling flies 
The rav' nous Hawk purſuing, 
Awhile her tender Pinions tries, 
Till doom'd to certain Ruin: 
Afraid her worſt of Foes to meet, 
No Shelter near, no kind Retreat, 
She drops beneath the Falconer's F ect, 
For geniler Uſage ſuing. 


SONG 258. 


OM E ſing Melly Mog of the Reſc, 
And call her the Ockineban Pelle ; 
Whilſt others do Ferſes compoſe 
On peautiful Molle Lepelle, 


Put of all the young Firgins ſo fair, 

Which Pritain's crete Monarchy owns ; 
In Peauty there's none to compare 

With hur charming tear Gwvinifrid Shores, 


Unenviet the ſplentit Contition 

Of Princes that ſit upon Thrones : 
The higheſt of all hur Ampition 

Iſs the Lofe of fair Gwinifrid Shones, 


Pold Mortals the clobe will ſearch ofer 
For Cold and for Tiamond Stones; 
Put hur can more Treaſure tiſcofer 
In peautiful Gavinifrid Shores, 
From the piggeſt crete Mountain in Pritain 
Hur would fenture the preaking hur pones, 
So that the ſoft Lap hur might ſit on 
Of peautiful Gæbinifrid Shones, 


Not the Nightingale's pitiful Note 

Can expreſs how poor Sh nin bemoans 
His Fate, when in Places remote 

Hur is abſent from Gævinifrid Spones. 


Hur Lofe iſs than Honey far ſweeter, 

And hur is no S Henin ap Drones; 

Put hur would lapour in Proſe and in Metre 
= To Praiſe hur tear ads as Shones, 


As 
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As the Harp of Saint Tawit ſurpaſſes 


The Pagpipes, poor Tweetles and Crones; 


| So Lepelle, Molly Mogg, and all Laſſes 
Are excell'd by hur . Shones, 


SONG 279. 


THEN firſt I ſought fair Cælia's Love, 
And ev'ry Charm was new, 

1 en by all the Gods above 
I To be for ever true. 


But long in vain did I adore, 
Long wept and ſigh'd in vain ; 

She ſtill proteſted, vow'd and ſwore, 

She ne'er would eaſe my Pain. 


At laſt, o'ercome, ſhe made me bleſt, 
And yielded all her Charms; ; 

And 1 forſook her, when poſſeſt, 

And fled to others Arms, 


But let not this, dear Cælia, now 
Thy Breaft to Rage incline ; 

For why, ſince you forgot your Vow, 
| Shou'd [ remember mine ? 


SONG 280. By the Earl of eier, on 
the Counteſs of DoR CHESTER, | 


ELL me, Dorinda, why ſo gay, 


With ſuch Embroid'ry, Fringe and Lace ? 


Can Dreſſes find a way 
To ſtop th' Approaches of Decay, 
And mend a ruin'd Face? 


Wilt thou ſtill ſparkle 1 in the Box, 
And ogle in the Ring? | 
Can'ſt thou forget thy Age and Px? 
Can all that ſhines on Shells and Rocks 
' Make thee a fine young Thing? 


Ire oy eee 
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= - Glowing in my aged Arms, 
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So have I ſeen in Larder dark 


Of Veal a lucid Loin, 


Replete with many a belli Spark, 


As wiſe Philoſophers remark, 
At once both ſtink and ling. 


SONG 281. By Mr. Bax BR. 


OV E's an idle childiſh Paſſion, 
Only fit for Girls and Boys; 


Marriage is a curſed Faſhion, 


Women are but fooliſh Toys. 


Spite of all the tempting Evils, 


Still thy Liberty maintain ; 


Tell 'em, tell the pretty Devils, 


Man alone was made to reign. 


She. Empty Boaſter! know thy Duty, 
Thou who dar'ſt my Pow'r defy; 

Feel the Force of Love and Beauty, 
Tremble at my Feet and die. 


Wherefore does thy Colour leave thee ? 


Why theſe Cares upon thy Brow ? 
Did the Rebel, Pride, deceive thee ? 
Aſk him, Who s the Monarch now ! 


SONG 282. In Sir Joun Vanprucn' s 
VVV 


Old Man. | 
"HY ſo cold? and why ſo coy ? 
What I want in Youth and Fire, 
I have in Love, and in Deſire: | 
To my Arms, my Love, my Joy; 
Way ſo cold? and why ſo coy ? 
Woman. | 
*Tis Sympathy, perhaps, with you ; . 
You are cold, and I'm ſo too. | = 
| Old Man. 
My v Vears alone have froze my Blood; 
Youthful Heat in female Charms, | 


Weg'd melt it down once more into a Flood. 
1 e 
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| | Woman. | j 

Women, alas! like Flints, ne'er burn alone; ; 
To make a Virgin know | 
There's Fire within the Stone, „ 

Some manly Steel muſt boldly ſtrike the Blow. 


Old Man. 
. Miſt me only with your Charms, 
You'll find I'm Man, and ſtill am bold; 
__ You'll find I ſtill can ſtrike, tho' old: 
I only want your Aid to raiſe my Arms, 


| 2: CORP: 

Who talks of Charms? who talks of Aid ? 
I bring an Arm 
That wants no Charm ; 

To rouze the Fire that's in a flinty Maid, 
Retire, old Age; Winter, begone: 
Behold, the youthful Springs come gaily ay 

Here, here's a Torch to light a Virgin's Fire : 

To my Arms, my Love, my Joy; 

When Women have what they deſire, 

"© hey” re neither 212 nor coy. 


SONG 283. By Mr. Bak Ex. 


F Anna's Charms let others tell,. 

Or bright Eliza's Beauty: 
My Song ſhall be of Blouxibel, 
To ſing of her's my Duty : 1 
The Fair, who arm'd with Cupid's Darts, 
His F lames, and other Matters, 5 
Is all around behung with Hearts, 
As Beggars are with Tatters. 


To laviſh Nature much ſhe owes, 
And much to Education: 
The Girls and Boys, and Belles and . 
Are ſtruck with Admiration; 
For, blended in her Cheek, there lies 
The Carrot, and the Turnip, 
And who beholds her blaziny Eyes, 
His very Heart they burn up. 
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Her dainty Hands are red and blue, 
Her Teeth all black and yellow! 
Her curling Hair of Saffron Hue]! 

Her Lips like any Tallow ! 
Her Voice ſo loud, and eke ſo ſtrill, 
Far off it is admir'd! | 
Her Tongue——which never yet lay gil, 
And yet was never tir'd! 


Ten thouſand Wonders riſe to view 
All c'er the lovely Creature; 
The early Sweat, like Morning Dew, 
Gilds ev ry mining Feature 
As och of his E/au ſaid, 
She like a Foreſt ſavours ; 


Thrice happy Man, for whom the Maid 
Reſerves her hidden Favours. 


O Blouxibel!] for thee we pant, 
Ta thee our Hopes afpire ; 

For thou haſt all that Lovers want 
I To quench their raging Fire. 
Then kindly take us to thine Arms, 
And in Compaſſion ſave us 
From Anna's and Elixa's Charms, 

W hich cruelly enllave us. 


s ON G 284. 


N good King Charles's golden Days, 
When Loyalty had no Harm in't, 
A zealous High. church Man I was, 
And fo I got Preferment : 
To teach my Flock I never miſt, 
Kings are by God appointed; 
And thoſe are damn'd that do reſiſt, 
And touch the Lord's Anointed. 
And this is Law, 1 will maintain 
Until my dying Day, Sir, 
That whatſoever King falls Tens 
4 will be Ficar of Bray, 5 
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V hen Royal James obtain'd the Throne, 


And Pop'ry came in Faſhion, 
The penal Laws I hooted down, 
And read the Declaration: 
The Church of Rome I found would fr 
Full well my Conſtitution, 
And had become a JFeſuit, 
But for the Revolution. 
And this is Law, &c. 


When Williem was our King ch d, 
To eaſe this Nation's Grievance ; 
With this new Wind about I ſteer'd, 
And ſwore to him Allegiance : 
Old Principles I did revoke, 
Set Conſcience at a Diſtance, 
Paſſive- Obedience was a Joke, 
And piſh was Non-Refiſtance. 
And this is Law, &, 


When gracious Anne aſcends the Throne, 
The Church of Englands Glory, 
Another Face of Things was ſeen, | 
And I became a Tory: 

Occaſional Conformiſts baſe, 
I camn'd their Moderation, 


And thought the Church in Danger \ was 


By ſuch Prevarication. 
And this is Law, &c. 


When George in Pudding-time came o er, 
And moderate Men look'd big, Sir, 
I turned a Cat in Pan once more, 
And then became a Whig, dir; 
And ſo Preferment I procur d 
By our new Faith's Defender; 
And always every Day abjur'd 
'TLe Pope and the Pretender. 
And this is Law, &c. | 
. Th. illuſtrious Houſe of Hanover, 
And Proteſtant Succeſſion, 
To theſe I do Allegiance ſwear, 
Whule they can keep Poſſeſſion; 


For 


N.. 
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For by my Faith and Loyalty g 
IL never more weill faulter, | 
And George my lawful King ſhall be, 
Until the Times ſhall _ 
And this is Law, I will maintain 
Until my dying Day, Sir, 
That whatſoever King ſhall ragn, 
I will be Vicar of Eray, Sir. 


SONG 285. 


Irn an old Song made by an old antient Pate, 
Of an old worſhipful Gentleman, that had a great | 
ae, 
Which kept an old Houſe at a . Rate, 
ö And an old Porter to relieve the Poor at his Gate; 
f Like an old Courtier of the Queen's, * 
And the Queen's old Courtier. 


With an old Lady whoſe Anger a good Word ris 


Who every Quarter pays her old Servants their Wages, ' 
4 Who never knew what belong'd to Coachmen, F ootmett, 
ö nor Pages; 


| But kept twenty old Fellows with blue Coat and Badges; Y 
4 Like an old Courtier, &c. 

: With an old Study fill'd full of learned old Books, 
} With an old reverend Parſon, who you may judge by his 
es I A, 
: With an old Nuttery- hatch worn quite of the Hooks, 


f And an old Kitchen, that maintains half a Dozen of Cooks; 5 
| lie an old Courtier, &c. . 


5 With an old Hall hung about with Guns, Pikes and lows, 


With old Swords and Yarklens that have borne many 
I ſhrewd Blows, 


\ And an old Frize Coat to cover his Worſhip- 8 trouk Hoſe, 
3 And a Cup of old Sherry to comfort his Copper Noſe; . 
3 Like an old, &c. 


With an old Faſhion, when Chriſtmas i IS come, TY 
To call i in hit N eighbours with Wesir and Drum; 


1 And 
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And good Chear enough to furniſh every old Room, 
And old Liquor able to make a Cat ſpeak and a Man 
dumb; . 
Like an old, &c. | wid 


With an old Huntſman, a F alconer and a Kennel 1 
HFHounds, 
Which never hunted nor hawked but in bis own . ; 
Who like an old * Man kept himſelf within his 
Bounds: | 
And when he dy'd, gave every Child a thouſand old 5 
Pounds; þ 
Like an old, Kc. 


But to his eldeſt Son, his Houſe ond Land: too he fign'd; 

Charging him in his Will to keep the old bountiful Mind: 

To love his good old Servants, and to his Neighbours be 
kind; : 

But in the enſuing Ditty you ſhall hear how he was in- 
clin d; 

Like a young Courtier, e. 


= Like a young Gallant newly come to his 10 
That keeps a Brace of Whores at his Command, 

And takes up a Thouſand Pound upon his own Land ; 
And lies drunk in a new Tavern, till he can neither go 
nor ſtand ; 
| Like a young, Kc. 


With a neat Lady that is briſk and fair, 
That never knew what belong'd to good Houſe keepin : 
or Care; 

But buys ſeveral Poa to play with the wanton Ar; 
And ſeventeen or eighteen NP of other Men' 8 Hair: 
| Like a young, &. 
With a new Hall, built where the old one food, 
Wherein is burned neither Coal nor Wood ; 
And a Shovel-board Table ſmooth and red as Blood, 
Hung round with Pictures that do the Poor no G # 
Like a young, & c. 
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: What they meant by their ſighing and killing {a doſes. 
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With a new Study ſtufft full of Pamphlets and Plays; 
With a new Chaplain that ſwears faſter than he prays : 
With a new Buttery-hatch that opens once in four or five 
Days, 
With a new French Cook to make Kickſhaws and "TFSY 
lite a young, c. 


With a new Faſhion when Chriſtmas | is come, 
With a new Journey up to London we mult be gone, 
And leave no body at home but our new Porter John. 
Who relieves — Poor with a Thump on the Back with a 
Stone; 
Like a young, e. 


With a Gentleman-Uſher whoſe Carriage i is compleat ; 3 
With a Footman, Coachman, and Page to carry Meat; 
With a waiting Gentlewoman, whole Dreſſing is very 
neat; 
Who when the Maſter has din'd, lets the Servants no den. a 
Lite a young, &c. 


With a new Honour bought with the old Gold ; 
That many of his Father's old Manors had ſold ; 3 
And this is the Occaſion that moſt Men do hold 
That good Houſe- keeping is now grown ſo cold; 
Like a young Courtier of the King's, 
Or the * 5 young Courti er. | 


SONG 286. By Mr. Davoun. 


LV Id, the Fair, in the Bloom of Fifteen, 
Felt an innocent Warmth, as ſhe lay on the Green, 


She had heard of a Pleaſure, and ſamething ſhe gueſt, _ 


By the towzing and tumbling and touching her Breaſt ; 
She ſaw the Men eager, but was at a Loſs, 


By their praying and whining, 
And claſping and twining, 
And panting and wiſhing, 

And 5 ighing and kiſſing, 


| 4 ſiching and kiſſing ſo cloſe. 
ks. 
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Ah! ſhe cry'd; ah! for a languiſhing Maid 
In a Country of Chriſtians to die without Aid ! 
Not a Whig, or a Tory, or Trimmer at leaſt, 
Or a Proteflant Parſon, or Catholick Prieſt, 
To iuſtruct a young Virgin that is at a Loſs, 5% 
What they meant by their ſighing and kiſſing fo cloſe ; ; 
I'y their praying and whining, 

And claſping and twining, 

And panting and wiſhing, 

And ſighing and kifling, | 
And ñghing and kiſſing fo cloſe. - 


_ Cupid in Shape of a Swain did appear, 


Ne ſaw the ſad Wound, and in Pity drew near, 


Then fhew'd her his Arrow, and bid her not fear, 
For the Pain was no more than a Maiden may bear. 
When the Balm wies infus'd, ſhe was not at a Lofs, 
5 What they meant by their fighing and kiſlng ſo cloſe; 5 

Ey their preying and whining, | 
And claſping and twining, 
And panting and wifhing, 
: And ſighing and kiſſing, 

And bghing and kiſſing ſo cloſe. 


SONG 287, 


Young Roger came tapping at Dolly $ Window, 
= Thumpaty, thumpaty, thumPp- 

He begg'd for Admittance, the ane him no. 
Clunipaty, glumpaty, glump. 

My Dolby. my Dear, your true Love is hers, 
Dumpaty, dumpaty, dumb. | 
No, no, Roger, no, as you came you may ge, 
Sltumpaty, ſtumpaty, ſlump. 

O what is the Reaſon, dear Dolly, he ery d, 
Humpaty. &C. 
That thus I'm caſt off, and unkindly deny "i 
= Trumpaty, &. 

Some Rival more dear, I gueſs has been e 
an, S | 
Suppoſe there's been two Sir, pray what's that to > you ? 

Nampaty, Kc. | 9 7 | 


E 
O ! then with a Sigh, his ſad Farewell he took, 
Humpaty ty, Ke. 


And all in Deſpair, he leap'd i into the Brook, 40 
Plumpaty, &c. | 4 
His Courage he cool'd, he found himſelf fool'd, | 1 
Mumpaty, &c. 7 1 
He ſwam to the Shore, and aw Delt no d mots, | „ 
Dumętaty, &c. | 1 
O! then ſhe recall'd, and recall d him again, 1 
Numpaty, &c. Y 1 
Whilſt he, like a Madman, r ran over the Fn, 1 
ö 3 tumpaty, &c. : 0 ; 
Dtetermin' 2 to find a Damſel n more kind, 1 
i Plumpaty, &ce. | 4 
j While Dolly's afraid, the muſt dhe an old Maid, 5 0 
{ * a_ 1 
* F Love be a Fault, and. in me 5 a Crime; K 
E How great my Offence, bear ye witneſs, O Time! 38 
J The Days and the Nights, and the Hours, as they roll d, * 
; "You know may be felt, but are ne'er to be told. _ b 
: One Day paſs'd away, and ſaw nothing but Love, 1 
! Another came on, and the ſame 'Thing did prove : 47H 
; The Sun it grew tiz'd ſtill to look on the fame, 1 
| But I grew more pleas'd when the next Moment came. 4 
I faw you all Day, and. each Night, with new Gult, 0 
. And yet ev'ry Day was to me as the firſt: _ Þ 
Thus fleeting Time paſſes, with Down on its Wings, FX h 
And whilſt this remains, reſt unenvy'd ye Kings. 85 
| If this be my Crime, be my Judges, ye Fair; 
And if I muſt ſuffer for what is ſo rare, 
True Lovers hereafter this Wonder ſhall tell, 
The C auſe of my Death is for loving too well. 
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SONG 109. 


H CW brimful of nothing's the Life of a Beau | * 


They've nothing to think of, they've nothing to 
do; 


Nor nothing to talk of, for nothing they they know : 


Such, ſuch is the Life of a Beau, &c. TA 
For nothing they rife, but to draw the freſh Air ; 


Spend the Morning in nothing, but curling their Hair, 


And do nothing all Day, but fing, innter and ſtare : 
Such, ſuch is, &C. 


For nothing, at Night, at the Play-houſe they cond. 


To mindnothing done there, they always are proud 
But to bow, and to grin, and talk nothing aloud : 


| Such, ſuch is, &c. 


| For nothing they run to th* Aſſembly and Ball, 
And for nothing, at Cards, a fair Partner they call : 
For they ſtill muſt be deaſted, who' ve nothing at all : : 


Such, fuch is, &C. 


For nothin g, on Sundays, at Church they appear; . 
Fer they ve nothing to hope, nor they ve nothing to fear; 
They can be nothing no where, who— nothing are here: 


Such, Kabi ; &c, : 
S8 ON & 290, 


＋ 8 not your Wealth, my Dear, 
Nor Wit, nor Shape, nor Air, 


Nor Beauty paſt compare, 
Makes mea Lover: 
Your ſweet complying Mind, 
Your Pride in being kind, 
Without the teazing Way 
Of piſh, nay fie, nay pray, 


Has ns ads me over. 
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: Then with a Puritanick Air 


That he would pleaſe to grant Increaſe | 


And like a Vine, ſhe ſtill might twine 


CD Sack. poſſet then he gave them both, 


The Bridegroom then drew near his Spouſe, 


When we mot in Secret m—_ 5 


Empty 3 Veſſels make moſt Sound. 
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$ONG 291. 
Certain Preſbyterian Pair 
Were wedded t'otuer Day, 


And when in Bed the Lambs were laid, | 
Their Paſtor came to pray, 


But firſt, he bad each Gueſt depart, 
Nor ſacred Rites profane; 

F or carnal Eyes ſuch Myſteries 
Can never entertain. 


Unto the Lord he pray'd ; 


To that ſame Man and Maid: 


And that the Huſbandman might dreſs | 
Full well the Vine his Wife; 


About him all her Life. 


And ſaid, with lifted Eyes, 
Bleſt of the Lord ! with one accord, 
Begin your Enterprize. 


T'apply prolifick Balm; | 
And while they ſtrove in mutual Love, 0 
The Parſon ſung a Pſalm. 


SONG 29 


IHaſte Eueruris, when you left me, 
You of all Things dear bereft me; 
Tho? I ſhew'd no Diſcontent, 
Brief is ſtrongeſt, 
And the longeſt, 
When too great to find a Vent. 


How much fiercer is the Anguiſh, -» 
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Silent Streams are deepeſt found: 
Noiſy grieving 
Is deceiving, 


(230 ) 
Had I Words that could reveal it, 
Yet 1 wiſely would conceal it; | 
Tho' the neſtion be but fair: 
Grief and Merits, RES 
Love and Spirit, 
Always 101 by taking Air. 


Guardian-Angels ſtil! defend you, 
And ſurprizing Joys attend you; 
Whilſt I'm like the Winter Sun: 
Fo. aintly ſhining, 
. „And declining, 
Till thy charming Spring return, 


SONG 293 


 OVE's a gentle, gen'rous Paſſion, | 
| Source of all ſublime Delights; | 
Which with mutual Inclinations 
Two fond Hearts in one unites, 


What are Titles, Pomp, or Riches, 
If compar'd with true Content; 
ke That falſe Joy which now bewitches, 

When obtain'd we may repent. 


Lawleſs Paſſions bring Vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant Love 


Is a glorious Emulation 
Of the bliſsful State above. 


8 O NG 294. 


* aſc'd me but once; and I faintly deny'd, 
Intending to ſnap him the next Time he yd. 

8 IT alas! he's determin'd to aſk me no more, 3 
And now makes his Suit to the fam'd Leonore. 5 7 


Vet why ſhou'd I grieve? for 1 am well aſſur'd, Wy 

Had he lov'd me, he ne'er wou'd ors ta'en the firſt 
Word; 

Tho' he fawns and he cringes, Il venture to ſay, 

That Man is a Fool, that will take the firſt nay, 


Had. 


6430 
Had his Love been ſincere, and he really in Pain, 
He then wou'd have ask'd me again and again; 


But adieu; let him go; for I never will vex: 


A Swain that Sin earneſt allows for our Sex. 


SONG 295. 


Abina in the Dead of Night 
In reſtleſs Slumbers wiſhing lay, 


. Cynthia was Bawd, and her clear Light 


To looſe Deſires did lead the Way: 


: 1 ſtepp'd to her Bedſide with dendel Knee, 


And ſure Sabina ſaw, 


And ſure Sabina ſaw, 


And ſure Sabina ſaw, 


a I'm ſure ſhe ſaw, but would not ſee. 


I drew the Curtains of the Lawn, 
Which did her whiter Body keep ; 

But ſtill the nearer I was drawn, " 
Methought the faſter ſhe did ſleep; J 


I call'd Sabina ſoftly in her Ear, 
And ſure Sabina heard, but would not hear. 


Thus, as ſome Midnight Thief (when all 


Are wrapp'd into a Lethargy) 


Silently creeps from Wall to Wall, 


To ſearch for hidden Treaſury: 


5 80 mov'd my buiy Hand from Head to Heel, 


And ſure Sabina felt, but would not feel. 


Thus I ev'n by a Wim enjoy, 
And ſhe without a Bluſh receives; T.. 
As by diſſembling moſt are coy, | 
She by diſſembling freely gives: 
For you may ſafely ay, nay [wear 1 it too, 
Sabina ſh» did hear, | 
| Sabina ſhe did ſee, 
Sabina ſhe did feel, 
She did hear, tee, fee! 2 kits and da. 
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SO N G 296. By the Earl f Doks Er. 


T Ethinks the poor Town has been troubled too long 
. With Ppillis and Chloris in every Song; 
Yy 


Fools who at once can both love and deſpair, | 
'And will never leave calling them cruel and fair: 
Which juſtly provokes me in Rhime to expreſs, 
The Truth that I know of my bonny black 27. | 


This Be, of my Heart, this Be, of my Soul, 
Has a Skin white as Milk, but Hair black as a Coal; 
She's plump, yet with Eaſe you may ſpan round her 
Waiſt, = 
But her round ſwelling Thighs can ſcarce be embrac'd: 
Her Belly is ſoft, not a Word of the reſt, 

But you know what! mean, when I drink to the Beſt. 


The Plowman, and Squire, the erranter Clown, 

At home ſhe ſubdu'd in her Paragon Gown ; * 
But now ſne adorns the Boxes and Pit, 

And the proudeſt Town Gallants are forc'd to ſubmit. 


All Hearts fall a leaping wherever ſhe comes, 

And beat Day and Night, like my Lord—'s Drums; 

But to thoſe who have had my dear Beſs in their Arms, | 
She's gentle, and knows how to ſoften her Charms 3 * : 


And to every Beauty can add a new Grace, 

Having learn'd how to liſp, and trip in her Pace: I 
And with her Head on one fide. and a languiſhing Eye, 
| To kill us with looking, as if ſhe would die. | 


7 


SONG 297. 


THAT dire Misfortune hath befell 
Each quiv'ring Beau and tuneful Belle! — 

Soft Farinelli's killing Note, Þ 

For Spain has caught him by the Throat. 3 

Far, far away he's forc'd to ſtay 
Killing, thrilling, _ 
'Fhrilling, killing: 

| Ruin'd, loft, and quite undone, 

2 5 Charming Farinelli s gone. 


1 * N 
i ROE BD 


( 233) 


Our Tears had ſcarcely ceas'd to flow, 
That Senefino needs would go, 
When ſtrait a heavier Loſs we know, 


Dear Farinelli's kidnapt too. 
Farinelli, Senefino, 
Sencfino, Farinelli, 


Ruin'd, loft, and quite undone, 
Both the Warblers, both are flown, 


O cruel Spain | / will nought ſuffice, 


Will nought redeem the lovely Prize ? 
Take all our Ships, take all our Men, 


So we enjoy but him again. 
O ſend him ſtraight, our Nobles wait, | 


O ſend him quick, we all are ſick. 


Ruin'd! Lords and Commons all, 
From 8. Jan s to Guildhall. 


; 8 ON G 298. 
5 8 than I'll my Love forego, 


And loſe the Man I prize ; 


TI bravely combat ev'ry Woe, | 


Or fall a Sacrifice. 


. Nor Bolts, nor Bars, ſhall me vu, : 


TI Death and Danger dare : 


Reſtraint but fires the active Soul, 


And urges fierce Deſpair, 


The Window now ſhall be my Gate, 


I'll either fall or fly; 


Before I'll live with him I hate, 8 


F or him L love, P'll die. 


380 N G 299. By Sir Jonn SUCKLING } n 


Agiau ra. 


THY ſo 5 and wan, fond Lover? 
Prithee, prithee, prithee why ſo pale? 
Wall, when looking well can't move her, . 


Looking ill, locking ill as ? 
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Do very well together. 3 Ts | 
A Smatch of French, 1 in any 1 


(234) 


Why ſo dull and mute, young Sinner ? 


Prithee, prithee why ſo mate ? 


Will, when {peaking well can't win her, 


Saying nothing, nothing do't 2 


Quit, quit for Shame, this will not move, 


This cannot, take her; 


If of herſelf ſhe will not love ; | 


Nothing can make her, 
1 he Levil take her. 


SONG, 300. 5 


A Wig that s full, 
An empty Skull, 


: A Box of Burgamot ; ; 


A Hat ne'er made 
To fit his Head. ' 


N. o more than that to plot. 


4 Hand that's whit, 
A Ring that's right 


A Sword- knot, Patch and Baie, 1 85 


A gracious Smile, 
And Grounds and Oil, 


And none of Senſe, 


Al. -conquering Airs and "My 3 hs! | 


A Tune that thrills, _ 
A Leer that kills, 


85 Stol'n F e and borrow d Phraſes: 5 


*- To wait on Ji | 
An bers Pace and Carriage; * 
| A foreign Tour, 
Domeſtick Whore, - 
And mercenary Marriage. 


A Lim- © 


i 
r 9 
A Limberham, | nw 

| G- dye M'am, 5 | : AY 
A Smock-face, tho*/a mann'd one; 1 
A peaceful Sword, . „ 1 
Not one wiſe Word, Cu 6 1 
But ſtate and prate at Random. 1 1 
| 


Duns, Baſtards, Claps, 
And am'rous Scraps, | 
Of Czlia and Amadis; LI . 
Fs Toſs up a Beau, *VW»V did 2 l 
B That grand Ragou, VVV | 
. That sf 7 for the Ladies. . 1 


i so por 


4 Portis pens: Men deſery e ,, ok 9 
1 The diſtant Shore, and long to prove, I 
FE (Still richer in Variety) e 

I.))he Treaſure of hs Land of Love. VVV 


We Women, like weak Ee ſtand - 
} Inviting, from our golden Coaſt, . . 26 
Be The wand'ring Rovers to our Lana 1 

But ſhe, who trades with 'em is lol. * 


3 With humble Vows they firſt begin, 5 
: Stealing, unſeen, into the Heart; 
But by Poſſeſſion ſettled in, 8 
They quickly act another Part. > 


2 


nc a= 


* 


— 
na 


e 


PPP oo. 
3 het 
> Ea.” 


— — 


2 
* 4 
r.. ene 
— ˙ . it oe 


ws OT 
-—- * Ich 
— 3 Df 
* - N — 
Pr. => 4 2 wat 2 


« — 
© 


F or Beads and Baubles we reſign, 
In Ignorance, our ſhining Store; 
Diſcover Nature's richeſt Mine, | 
And yet the Tyrants will have more. 


- 
OS. | 
ty ht ae o 4 


1 — 
- 


— — 


Be wiſe, be wiſe, and do not try, 
How he can court, or you be won; 
For Love is but Diſcovery, | 

When that 1 Is MAPS, the : Feature J done, 
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She will unconſtant prove, : 


(236) 
SONG zor. 


H! whata Plague i is Love, 
I cannot bear it; 


I greatly fear it ; 


It fo torments my Mind, 


That my Heart faileth ; : 


She wavers with the Wind, 


As a Ship ſaileth; 


Pleaſe her the beſt I may, 


She lov'd ſtill to gainſay, 
Ack, and well-a day 


As ſhe paſs'd by me, 


She bock d another Way, 


And wou'd not ſpy me. | 


; I woo'd her for to dme, 


But could not get her, 


; Dick had her to the Vine, 


He might entreat her. 


Wun Daniel ſhe did dance 
On me ſhe wou'd not glance; 
5 Oh thrice unhappy Chance! 

: Pb. llida flouts mer 


Fair Maid be not ſo coy, 


Do not diſdain me; 


IJ am my Mother's Joy ; 


Sweet, entertain me :+ -- 


I ſhall have, when ſhe dies, 


All things that's fitting 3, 


Her Poultry, and her ges, 


And her ooſe ſitting; 
A Pair of Mattreſs Beds, 
A Barrel full of Shreds ; 


And yet, for all thele Goods, 58 
_ Philliaa flouts me. 


Fhilids flouts me. 
L At the Fair t ather Day, 


T often 


(237 ) 
I often heard her ſay, 
That ſhe lov'd Poſies; 
In the laſt Month of May 
I gave her Roſes, 

Cowllips, and Gilly-flowers, 
And the ſweet Lilly, 

I got to deck the Bowers 
Of my dear Philly. 
She did them all diſdain, - 
And threw them back again 
Therefore tis flat, and plain, 


| 85 Phillida flouts me. 
mn Thou ſhalt eat Curds and Cream 
All the Year laſting, 

And drink the cryſtal Stream, 

* Pleaſant in taſting: 


Sywig Whey, until you burſt, 
| Eat Bramble berries, 
Pye-lid, and Paſtry Cruſt, 
Pears, Plumbs, and Cherries; 5 
Thy Garments ſhall be thin, 

Made of a Weather's Skin: 
7: Yet all's not worth a Pin. 

: __ Philliaa flouts me; 
: Which Way ſoc'er I go, 
she ſtill torments me: 
And whatſoe'er I do, 
| Nothing contents me : 

J fade, and pine away, 

With Grief and Sorrow ; 

J fall quite to Decay, 

Like any Shadow 3 
I ſhall be dead, I fear, 
Within a thouiand Year, 
And all becauſe my Dear 
_ Philliaa flouts me. 5 
Fair Maiden, have a Care, 
And in Time take me; 
I can have thoſe as fair, 


I you forlake me. 
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| There 8 Doll, the Dairy- maid, PE NEON ; F 

Smil'd on me lately, | 

And wanton Winnifred | | 
Favours me greatly; re 
One throws Milk on my Clothes, 
T”other plays with my Noſe ; | | 4 
What pretty Toys are thoſe! . 6 

Pbillida flouts me. 5 

She has a Cloth of mine, 2 

| Wrought with blue Coventry, 
Which ſhe keeps as a Sign | 
Of my Fidelity: 
But if ſhe frowns on me, 

She ſhall ne'er wear it; 8 q 
I'll give it my Maid Joan, 5 i 
And ſhe ſhall tear it. 

| Since *twill no better be, 

I'll bear it patiently ; 

Yet all the World may ſee 

Philliaa flouts me. 


SONG 303. By Mr A, Bray. 
On ! where's the Plague i in Love, 


| That you can't bear it? 3 
If Men wou'd conſtant prove, 2 5 {2 
They need not fear it. i 
Young Maidens, ſoft and kind, 3 
Are moſt in Danger; 2 . 
Men waver with the Wind.. | I 
Each Man's a anger: þ 
'Their Falſhood makes us know, 
That two Strings to our Bow 2 — 
Is beſt, I find it ſo: 1 i 
Barnaby doubts: me; 5 F 
Tis I that ſhou'd defpatr, Ln noe wes 1 
Tis you that ſlight me. e 2 = 
1 _ What tho' when at the Fair 1 
Diet did invite me; 15 1 | 3 
| es Tho“ 
T 3-2 8 


(239 5 | 
Tho Daniel with me danc'd, . 

You may believe me, 5 

l often on thee glanc'd, 

l' d not deceive thee 3+ 
I ſaw thee look awry, 
I knew the Reaſon why, 
= I can {ee with one Eye, 

Barnaby doubts me. 

Thou young and ſilly Boy, 

Do I diſdain thee? 
Becauſe thou'rt Mother's Joy, 

I'd entertain thee ; 

Yet, wiſh I not her Death, 

For ought ſhe'd leave thee, 
Nor when Time ſtops her Breath, 
Will I deceive thee. 

What care 1 for her Geeſe, 

Or Beds or carded Fleece ? 

Since this quite breaks my Peace, 
Barnaby doubts me. 


What tho when I did lay 
That! lov'd Pofies, 
You, in the Month of May, 
Brought me ſweet Roſes ? 
You never ſhew'd the thing. 
That moſt wou'd pleaſe me; 
A gay gold Wedding- ring 
Wou'd ſoon have tas'd me. 
J ſhou'd not with Diſdain 
' Have thrown it back again; 
I think tis flat, and plain, 
Barnaby doubts me. 


Talk not of Curds and Cream, 
Pears, Plumbs, and Cherries; 

Nor of the chryſtal Stream, ; 
Or Bramble-berries ; 

Moſt ſurely you forget 

Our wonted Friſking, 

2 The Cock'ril on the 8 it, 

And the Pork Grifking; 
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(240) 
With more that might be ſaid, 
When I got Dame to bed; 
Vet, oh! unhappy Maid, 
Barnaby doubts me. 


You ſay, whate'er you do, 
Nothing contents thee ; 
I pray it may be ſo, 
Whilſt thou torment'ſt me. 
1 pine, and ſigh, all Night, 
And wiſh for morrow, 
I can have no Delight, 
I'm full of Sorrow. 
Oh! if I die, I fear, 
Within a thouſand Year, 
My Ghoſt will make't appear, 
Barnaby doubts me, 


| knit thy Worſted Hoſe, 
To fave the Penny, 
But wou'd not ſpot thy Clothes, 
Like idle Vinny: 
Vet wanton Winnifred 
You like much better; 
| Or Doll, the Dairy-maid, 
If you cou'd get her, 
Ungrateful Barnaby, 
How can'ſt thou threaten me ? 
But I knew how 'twould be, 


| The Cloth I have of thine, 

Wrought with blue Coventry, 

Which thou gav'ſt as a Sign 

Of thy Fidelity, 

P'll give it back again, 
 Totheeas Token, 
That by a perjur d Swain 

My ſad Heart's broken. 

Oh ! Barnaby unkind, 

Thov'lt quite diſtract my Mind, 

Too late, alas ! I find, 
Lene doubts me, 


— 


Barnaby doubts me. 
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SONG 304. 
1 Appy the Man whoſe Wiſh and Care 


A few paternal Acres bound ; 
Content to breathe his native Air, 


In his own Ground. 
Whoſe Herds with Milk, whole P ields with Bread, 


Whoſe Flocks ſupply him with Artire ; ; 
Whoſe Trees in Summer yield him Shade, 


In Winter Fi Ire, 
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Bleſt, who can unconcern'dly find, 
Hours, Days, and Years, ſlide ſoft away ; 
1 In Health of Body, Peace of Mind, 

. Quiet by Day. 
Sound Sleep by Night, Study and Eaſe 
Together mixt, ſweet Recreation 

5 And Innocence, which moſt does pleaſe, 
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I With Meditation, 

2 :B 
I 1 5 | | if + 
Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown; 9 
7 Thus unlamented Jet me die: | 9 
4 Steal from the World, and not a Stone 9 
3 > = "TOR where I Iye, . 
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SONG 305. 


8 My little Punchinell,. 
My little dapper Fellow, 
Have you heard that Farinello, 
Is coming over.? 
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Punch. O no my Columbino, 
I hear that Cariſihino, | 
The famous Carifthino, 
Who has pleas'd both the King and Queen o, 
dets out for Dover. 
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6242) 
Co.” But I hope my Sere/ino 
Is no ſuch Rover? 
Punch. O, no, your Senefino 
Has lick'd himſelf quite clean-o, 
Has, of Thouſands, made Fifteen- o, | 
And lives in Clover. b 
Col. Aſter Porpora or Handel, 


Where d'ye think the Town will dandle; 
Or Who ſhall hold the Candle? ; 


Punch. I care not a Farthing, 
But Harlequin's Lun-o 
Has cook'd a deal of Fun- o 
Of Pantomine and Pun-o, 
And expects a mighty Run-· 
At Covent-Gar den. 


Col. Shall us go and ſee the Fun-o 
| At Covent- Cards * 


Punch, In Play-houſes, full ſix- o, 
| One knows not where to fix- o, 
1 il they let us in for nix o, 
That's Punch's Bargain. 


Beth, In Play- houſes, . 


SON G 306. 


} Others, thro' too much Pride or Love, 
| Ne'er fail of Inclination, 
To breed their Children far above 
'The Level of their Station. 
The Farmer to the Dancing- School 
1 Muſt ſend his aukward Daughter, 
| 'To ſpend what he ſhould give the Fool, 


To match her well hereafter. 


So when the Wench by am'rous Sighs, 
Declares ſhe's ripe and ready, 

In Minuet and in Boree lies 
The Fortune of my Lady, 


Thus 


( 243 ) 
Thus bred, the wanton clumſy Laſs 
A working Life deſpiſes. 
And rather chooſing to be baſe, 
She falls before ſhe riſes, 


When if the Hoyden had been bred 
To th' Ladle and the Needle, 

She would not then have been miſled, 
To ogle, kiſs, and wheedle, 

Wherefore thoſe Parents act awry, 
And in the main deceive 'em, 

Who breed their Children proudly high, 
Yet little have to * 'em. 


8 0 NG 307. In Gav's Beggar's Opera 


F the Heart of a Man is depreſs'd with Car es, 
The Miſt is diſpell'd when a Woman appears; 
Like the Notes of a Fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, . 
Raiſes the Spirits, and charms our Ears. 
Roſes and Lilies her Cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe Lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her, 
Careſs her, 
With Bliſſes, 
Her Kiſſes 
Digolee us in N and ſoit Repole. 


S ON G 308. 


E Winds, to whom Collin complains 
In Ditties ſo ſad, and fo ſweet, 
Believe me, the Shepherd but feigns 
He's wretched, to ſnew he has Wit. 
No Charmer like Colli, can move, 

And this 1s ſo ne pretty new Art: 
Ah! Collin's a Jugler in Love, 
And likes to play T ricks with my Heart. 
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When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 
Seem dolefal, and alter his Face, 
Can tremble, and breathe out his Tale, 
Ah! Collin has every Pace. 
'The Willow my Rover prefers 
To the Breaſts where he once begg'd to lie; 
And the Streams that he {wells with his Tears, 
Are Rivals belov'd more than I. 


His Head my fond Boſom would bear, 


And my Heart would ſoon bear him to reſt ; 
Let the Swain that is {lighted deſpair, 
But Collin is only in jeſt, 

No Death the Deceiver deſigns, 5 
Let the Maid that is ruin'd deſpair 


For Collin but dies in his Lines, 


And gives hunſelf that modiſh Air, 


Can Shepherds, bred far from the Court, 


So wittily talk of their Flame ? 


' But Collin makes Paſſion his VO. 


Beware of ſo fatal a Game. 


My Voice of no Muſick can boaſt, 


Nor my Perſon of aug ht that is fine ; ; 
But Collin may find to his Coſt, 
A Face that is fairer than mine. 
Ah! then I will break my lov'd Crook, 
To thee I'll bequeath all my Sheep; 
And die in the much-favour'd Brook, 
Where thou but pretendeſt to weep, 


| Then mourn the fad Fate that you gave, 


In Sonnets ſo ſmooth and divine; 


Perhaps I may riſe from my Grave, 


To hear ſuch {oft Muſick as thine. 


Of the Violet, Daiſy, and Roſe, 
The Heart's-eaſe, the Lily, and Pink, 
Let thy Fingers a Garland compoſe, 
And crown'd by the Rivulet's Brink : 
How oft, my dear Swain, did I ſwear, 
How much my fond Soul did admire 
Thy Verſes, thy Shape, and thy Air, 
Tho' deck'd in thy rural Attire ? 


(245 ) 
Your Sheep-hook you rul'd with ſuch Art, 
That all your ſinall Subjects obey'd ; | 
And ſtill you reign'd King of this Heart, 
Whoſe Paſſion you falſely upbraid. 
How often, my Swain, have J ſaid, 
That thy Arms were a Palace to me; 
And how well I could live in a Shade, 
Tho” adorn'd with nothing but thee ? 


Oh! what are the Sparks of the Town, 
Tho? never ſo fine, and ſo gay? 
I freely would leave Beds of Down, 
For thy Breaſt, and a Bed of new Hay. 
Then, Collin, return once again, 
Again make me happy in Love; 
Let me find thee a faithful, true Swain, 
And as conſtant a Nymph I will prove. 


5 O NG 309. Ur Mir row“ 5 Comus 


1 N every Hin, in every eto ve, 
| Along the Margin of each Stream, 


Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my Theme. 
The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Now to the moſſy Cave I fly, 
Where to my Swain | oft have ſung, 
We pleas'd the browzing Goats to ſpy, 
As o'er the airy Steep they hung. 
The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 


No thro' the trembling Vale I paſs, 
i And figh to ſee the well-known Shade, 
I weep, and kiſs the bended Graſs, 
Where Love and Damon fondly play'd, 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſeek in vain, 
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| ( 246.) 
From Fill, from Dale, each Charm is fled, 


Groves, Flocks, and Fountains pleaſe no more, 


Each Flower in Pity droops its Head, 
All Nature does my Loſs deplore. 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 

Yet Damon till I ſeek in vain, 


SONG 310. In Mi1rTox's Comus, 


Y dimpled Brook, and Fountain Brim, 


The Wood- Nymphs deck id with Daiſies trim, 


Their merry Wakes and Paſtimes keep: 
What has Night to do with Sleep? 
Night has better Sweets to prove; 
Venus now wakes, and wakens Love 
Come, let us our Rites begin; 

Tis only Day: light chat makes Sin. 


SONG 311. 


S Damon late with Chloe ſat, 
They talk'd of am'roug Bliſtes; ; 
Kind Things he ſaid, which ſhe repaid 
In pleafin Smiles and Kiſſes, SON 
With 8 Tongue, of Love he ſung ; 
She thank'd him for his Ditty : 
But ſaid, one Day ſhe heard him ſay, 
The Flute was mighty pretty. 


Young Damon, who her Meaning knew, 
Took out his Pipe to charm her; 

Ard while he ſtrove with wanton Love 
And iprightly Airs to warm her, 

Sne begg'd the Swain to play one Strain 
In all the ſofteſt Meaſure, 


Whoſe killing Sound would ſweetly wound, 


And make her die with Pleaſure, 


Eager to do't, he takes the Flute, 
And ev'ry Accent traces; 
Love trickling thro? his Fingers flew, 
And whiſper'd melting Graces : 
| 8 . 5 > - . 


He 


TEL, 


( 247 ) 
He play'd his Part with wondrous Art, 
Expecting Praiſes after; 
But ſhe, inſtead of falling dead, 
Burſt out into a Laughter, 


Taking the Hint, as Chloe meant, 
Said he, my Dear, be eaſy; 


I have a Flute, which, tho' 'tis mute, 


May play a Tune to pleaſe you. 

Then down heè laid the charming Maid, 
He found her kind and willing, 

He play d again, and tho' each Strain 
Was ſilent, yet twas killing. 


Fair Chloe ſoon approv'd the Tune, 
And vow'd he play'd divinely ; 

Let's have it o'er, ſaid ſhe, once more, 

It goes exceeding fine] 

The Flute is good that's made of Wood, 

And is, I own, the neateſt ; 

Vet ne'ertheleſs, I muſt confeſs, 

The filent Flute's the ſweeteſt. 


SONG 312, 


I the Cloſe of the Day, 
When the Bean-flow'r and Hay 

Breath'd Odours in ev'ry Wind : 

Love enliven'd the Veins 

Of the Damſels and Swains ; 


Each Glance and each Action was kinds 


Melly, wanton and free, 
EKiſs'd, and ſat on each Knee, 
Fond Ecitaſy ſwam in her Eyes : 
See, thy Mother is near, | 
Hark ! ſhe calls thee to hear 
What Age and Experience adviſe, 


HFaſt thou ſeen the blithe Dove 


Stretch her Neck to her Love, 


All gloſſy with Purple and Gold? 
If a Kiſs he obtain, 


She returns it again: 
What follows you need not be told. 


(248) | 
Look ye, Mother, ſhe cry'd, 3 
You inſtruct me in Pride, | 0 
And Men by Good-manners are won. 
She who trifles with all 0 
Is leſs likely to fall q 
I ban ſhe that but trifles with one. i 
Prithee, Molly, be wiſe, | Þ 
Leſt by ſudden Surprize | & 
Love ſhould tingle in ev'ry Vein : 1 i 
Take a Shepherd for Life, 1 
And when once you're a Wife, 9 
Tou ſafely may trifle again. ; 
Molly ſmiling, reply'd, . 2 
Then I'll ſoon be a Bride: ns F 
Old Roger has Gold in his Cheſt, 4 
But thought all you Wives 
Choſe a Man for your Lives, 
And trifled no more with the reſt, 


SONG: 313. By Mr. Gar. 
\ Arms flood penſive in the Shade, 
With Arms acroſs, and Head reclin'd ; 3 
Pale Looks accus'd the cruel Maid, 

And Sighs reliev'd his Love-fick Mind: 

His tuneful Pipe all broken lay, _ 
Looks, Sighs, and Actions ſeem'd to * 

My Chloe is unkind. 


by ring the Woods with warbling Throats ? 
Ye Larks, ye Linnets, ceaſe your Strains ; 
J faintly hear in your ſweet Notes, 
My Chloe's Voice that wakes my Pains : 
Yet why ſhould you your Song forbear ? 
Your Mates delight your Song to hear, 
But Chloe mine diſdains. 


As thus he melancholy ſtood, 
Dejected as the lonely Dove; 
Sweet Sounds broke gently thro' the Wood. 
I feel the Sound; my Heart-firings move. 5 
T was not the N ightingale that ſung; . 1 
| No; ; 'tis my Chloe's ſweeter Tongue. 5 
Hark, hark! what ſays my Love? 


( 249 ) 

How fookſh i is the Nymph, ſhe cries, 
Who. trifles with hey Lover's Pain | 
Nature {till ſpeaks in Woman's Eyes, 
Our artful Lips were made to feign 
O Dapbnis, Daphnis, twas my Pride, 
Twas not my Heart thy Love deny'd. 

Come back, dear Youth, again. 


4s t'other Day my Hand he ſeiz'd, 
1 My Blood with thrilling Motion flew” 
| _ Sudden I put on Looks diſpleas'd, 
And haſty from his Hold withdrew. 
was Fear alone, thou {imple Swain : 


| Then hadſt thou preſt my Hand again, 
My Heart had yielded too) 
Nis true, thy tuneful Reed I blam'd, 

4 That ſwell'd thy Lip and roſie Cheek; 

| Think not my Skill in Song defam'd, 
' That Lip ſhou'd other Pleaſures ſeek : 


Much, much thy Muſick I approve ; 
Vet break thy Pipe, for more I love, 
Much more, to hear thee ſpeak. | 


My Heart forebodes that I'm betray'd, 
Daphbnis, ] fear, is ever gone; 
Laſt Night with Delia's Dog he play'd,. 
Love by ſuch Trifles firſt comes on. 
Now, now, dear Shepherd, come away, 
My Tongue would now my Heart obey. 
Ah! Coe, thou art won. 


The Vouth ſtept forth with haſty Pace, 
And found where wiſhing C-/ve lay 3. 
Shame ſudden lighten'd in her Face, 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay. 
At laſt, in broken Words, ſhe cry d; 
'7 To-morrow you in vain had try'd,. 
| But I am loſt to-day, 
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T Heard much Talk of Oxford Town, 
| And fain I wou'd go thither ; 
hen Plowing and Sowing, that was done, 
Tt being gallant Weather, 
Father he did to't agree, 
That Nell and I ſhou'd go: 
But Mother cry'd, that we ſhou'd ride, 
So we had Dobbin too. 


So I goes unto Siſter Nell, 

And bids her make her ready ; ; 

And put on all her Zundy Cole, 
As fine as any Lady: 

Tis a gallant Day; the Morning” 8 grey, 5 
And likely to be fair; 

Therefore make Haſte, and ſoon be lac'd, 
And I'll go bait the Mare, 


So up upon the Mare we got, 
And away we rid together; 3 
And every body as we met, 
We aſk'd how far twas thether. 
Till at the laſt, when on the Top 
Of Chiſſelden Hill we riſs; 
I fomewhat ſpy'd, like Steeples 3 ; and cry'd, 
Zooks, Nell, look yonder tis. 


So when as nearer to't we came, 
We ſee Folks, infant thick: 
I heard a little Baſtard zay, : 
Look, here comes Country Dich, 
Another Baſtard call'd me Ralph, 
And how is't, honeſt Joan? 
Nay Roger too, and little Sue; 
And all the Folk at home? 


So we rode on and nothing ſaid, 
But looked for an Alehouſe; 

At laſt we zee a hugeous Sign 
As big as any Gallows; 
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It was two Dogs : ſo in we rode, 
And called for the Hoſtler : 
Out came a luſty Fellow then, 
I w'an'd he was a Wroſtler. 


Here take this Horſe, and ſet'en up ; 
And ge'en a Lock of Hay; 


For we be come to zee the Town, 


And tarry here all Day. 

Yes, Sir; he ſaid; and call'd the Maid 
That ſtood within the E ntry : 

She had us into a Room as clean, 
As tho' we'd both been Gentry. 


So we zet down, and bid 'em fetch 


A Flaggon of their Beer : 


But when it come, Vell ſhook her Head, 


And zed *twas plaguy dear. 
Says ſhe to me, if we ſtay here long, 
"Twill ſoon make us go a begging 3 


For I am ſhure it cannot be 


So much as old Martin's F laggon. 


So we got up and away we went 


To zee the gallant Town; 


And at the Gate we met a Man 


With a pitiful ragged Gown: 


As for his Sleeves, 1 do believe 


That they was both tore off ; 


And inſtead of a Hat, he wore a Cap; 


*I' was a Trencher cover'd we Cloth. 


And as we were going along the Town, | 


I thote I had found a Knife; 
1 ſtooped down to take it up, 
But was ne' er ſo ſham'd in my Life. 


For the Underſide was all be —t 


With an arrant Chriſtian's T— d: 
The Boys fell a  hollooing, an April F ool. | 
But I zed ne'er a Word. 


As we went through a narrow Lane 
One ketch'd faſt hold of Siſter; _ 
He'd Parſons Cloſe, and he du'dn't know us; 
Bot fain he wou'd ha' kiſs d her. 
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(62322) 
He was plaguy fine; but to my Mind 
He look'd much like a Wencher: 
I] up wi my Stick, and ge'en a Lick, 
I b'lieve, I ſlit his Treucher. 


Tten we went into a fine Place; 
And there we weit to Church : 

I bnecled down to ſay my Pray'rs, 

And d'udn't think no Hurt. 

In the Middle of the Pray'rs, juſt up the Stairs, 
Vas Bagpipes to my thinking; ; 

And the Folk below, fell a ſinging too, 
As tho” they'd heen a drinking. 


I du'dn't like the Doings there, 
And zo J took my Hat: 
1 du'dn't think they wou'd ha done ſo, 
In zitch a Place as that: | 
| But Nell was for ſtay ing, till the'd quite done play ing, 
Becauſe ſhe lik'd the Tune; 
For ſhe was ſure, ſhe ne'er did hear, 
Old Crundall play*t at home. 


Then we went into a fine Garden, | 
All up upon a Hill; . 

| And juit below, a Dial did grow - 
Much like a Waggon Wheel: 
But bigger by half, which made me laugh. 
' I' was like a Garden Knott: | 
When the Zun ſhone bright, it went as ge 
As our Parſon's Clock. _ 


Then we went out o' that: fine Place, 
And went into another, _ 

Which was vorty Times as fine- 

As any of the other-: 
| Elefs me, our John, quite all along 
_ There's Books piled up like Mows; 
| Faith e I wiſh that Mother. was heres 
If 'twas net for the Cows. 


Ind inthe Middle ſtood'two Things: 
As round as any Bal; 
They told us 'twas the Picture of 
The World, the Zea, and all: 
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And hole that knew how to turn 'em right, 
And ho to turn 'em round, 


Cou'd tell us what it was a Clock 


In the World under Ground. 


And many more Things they cou'd tell 
That was a'moſt as ſtrainge; 

As when the Sun ſhou'd ſet and rife, _ 

And when the Moon ſhou'd change: 2 


I du'dn't care t) ſtond ſo near, 


When all theſe Things I hea rd ; 


For I thote in my Heart, it was che black Ar. 
And I was a little afeard. 


The Sun being low, then we begun 
To think of going home; 

But one thing more we zaw before 
We got quite cat of Town : 

We went apace ; for being in haſte, 
For fear of being benighted ; 


Two hugeous Men ſtood ſtrutting within, 


And. Nell and 1 was frighted. 


Nell had a Colour as red as a Roſe, 
And darſt nut go no furder; _ 
They had bloody Weapons in their Hands, 
Stood rdad, there for Murder: 
So we went back and took our Mare, 
And away come trotting home; 
Wi' Stories enough to tell Father and Mother, 
And ae Siſter Jan. 


SONG 315. 


Here was an old woman and ſhe had a Son; 


And they liv'd together, as you ſhall we 


| V. th hard Pains and ſmall Gains; 


Yea, and a Landlord he would be. 
Ls 7 4. 


I went to beg ſome Butter- milk, dion 
Of an old Woman that had good Store ; 


She gave me a good Reward, 


For I have half a Gallon or more. 
Tol de rol, &c. 
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I'll go and ſell my Butter- milk, Mother; 
I hall have a Penny for't, you ſhall ſee, 
With my Money I will buy Eggs, 
I ſhall have ſeven for my . 
T7 de rol, de.. 


Tl ſet my Eggs then under a Hen; 
If ſeven Cock-chickens they chance for to be, 
Seven Cock-chickens are ſeven Capons, 


And that will be ſeven half Crowns to me. 
Tal de rol, &c. 


Then I' go to the Market, Mother, 
Where none but fine Folks I ſhall fee, 
With my Money I will buy Land 

Yea, and a Landlord 1 will be. 
| Tol de rol, &c. | 


T hen, quoth the old Woman, how wilt thou know me, 
When thou haſt gotten ſuch Store of Pelf ? 

Prithee, dear Mother, who ſhou'd I know then, 
For I ſhall hardly know 2 88 

T0 de rol, &c. 


With that the old Woman was ſorely Liſtreſt, 
And ſhe began for to roar and baw]: 
She hit her Son a Squelch on the Breaſt, 


Down came Butter-milk, Pitcher and all. 
Tol 4. rol, Kc. 


SONG 316. By Mr. Tiexklr. 
COLIN and LUCY. 


* Leinfler, fam'd for Maidens fair, | 
Bright Lucy was the Grace ; 
Nor er did Lify's limpid Stream 
Reflect ſo fair a Face. 
Till luckleſs Love, and pining Care, 
Ilmpair'd herroſy Hue; 
Her coral Lips, and damaſk Cheeks, 
- And Eyes of lolly blue, 


Ohj 


bon 
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Oh, have you ſeen a Lily pale, 
When beating Rains deſcend ? 
So droop'd the ſlow-conſuming Maid, 
Her Life now near its End. 1 
| By Lucy warn'd, of flattering Swains | 
Take heed, ye eaſy Fair; 
Of Vengeance due to broken Vows, | 
Fe perjur'd Swains, beware. 


Three Times all in the Dead of Night, 
A Bell was heard to ring; 

And ſhrieking at her Window thrice, 
The Raven flapt his Wing. 
Too well the Love-lorn Maiden knew 
The ſolemn boding Sound, 

And thus in dying Words belooke 

The Virgins weeping round. 


J hear a Voice, you cannot hear, 
Which ſays I muſt not ſtay, 
I ſee a Hand, you cannot ſee, 
Which beckons me away, 
By a falſe Heart, and broken Vows, 
In early Youth I die 
Am I to blame, becauſe his Bride 
Is thrice as rich as I? 


Ah, Colin, give not her thy Vows, 
| Vows due to me alone; ; 


Nor thou, fond Maid, receive his Kiſs, 


Nor think him all your own. 

To. morrow in the Church to wed, 

Impatient, both prepare; 

But know, fond Maid; and know, falſe Man, 
That Lacy will be there. 


There bear my Corſe, ye Comrades, bear 
The Bridegroom blithe to meet; 8 
Hei in his Wedding-trim ſo gay, 
I in my Winding-ſheet9 
1 She ſpoke, ſhe dy'd !—her Corſe was borne 
! The Bridegroom blithe to meet; ; 
_ He in his Wedding-trim ſo gay, 
She in her Winding- -ſheet, 


Oh 
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Oh! what were perjur'd Colin's Thoughts ? 
How were thoſe Nuptials kept? | 
The Bride-men flock'd round: Lucy dead, 
And all the Village wept. | 
Compaſſion, Shame, Remorſe, Deſpair, 
At once his Boſom ſwell; 

The Damps of Death bedew'd his Prows, 

He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell. 


From the vain Bride, (ah, Pride no more ? 
Ihe varying Crimſon fled ; 
| When, ſtretch'd before her Rival's Corſe, 
She ſaw her Huſband dead. | 
He to his Lycy's new-made Grave, 
Convey'd by trembling Swains; 
One Mould with her, beneath one Sod, 
For ever now remains. 


Oft at this Grave, the conſtant Hind 
And plighted Maid are ſeen 
With Garlands gay and True-love- knots 
They deck the ſacred Green, 
But Swain forſworn, whoe'er thou art, 
This hallow'd Spot forbear ;, - 
Remember Colin's dreadful F. ate, 
And fear to meet him there. 


SONG 317. | By Mr. ESTCOUR 2. 


ve Ear, you Sons of Britain, 
Of greater Crimes I ſing, 
Than ever before were writ on, 
Since the Time of a Queen or a King, 
All done by 704» Duke of Marlvorough. 


| Moſt Men have ſome Ambition, 
In this dead Time of News, 
To tell ef the Diſpoſition 
Of Chriflians and ekè of Fews _ 
Againſt. Jen Duke of Marlborough, 


This 
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This Man by Conſtitution 


Was made for Liberty ; 


He helped the late Revolution, 


On purpoſe to hurt Popery, 
Did this John Duke of Marlborough, 


The next great Crime of many, 
His troubleſome Pride to ſhew, 
Was marching to Hi, Germany, 
W here he gave them that damnable Blow, 
Did this John Duke of Mar iborough, 


And more to mend the Matter, 
To his Shame and great Reproach, 
An Army he made take Water, 
And their General ſent by a Coach. 
All proved on Joh Duke of Marlborough. 


To ſhew his Whig Devotion 


In keeping the Sabbath day ; 


He the Murder of Ramilly began, 


All upon a Whitſunday. | 
O heatheniſh John Duke of Marlborough! * 


Tho! buſy on his Slaughtering, | | 


His Avarice ran ſo high ; 


5 That rather than ſpare the moſt Chriſtian (King 1 


He ten thouſand Pounds gave to a Spy. 
O covetous Jobn Duke of Marlborough l 4 


At Oudmard ſo ill to treat F oes, 


And make poor Widows of Wives; 
He took a Delight to beat thoſe, 
That never beat him in their Lives. | 
O bullying John Duke of Marlborough ! 


 Beuffiers, a civil good Man, 


-nd ſafe in his Trenches cloſe ; 
From Mozs he made run like a Footwan, 
Tho' bulwark'd as high as his Noſe. 
Uncivil John Duke of Marlborough. 


To every tender Chriſtian Ear, 
When Crimes like theſe ſhall come; 
I know not how they abroad may appear, 
I'm ſure they ſound oddly at home, 
Theſe Deeds of Job Duke of Marlborough. 
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Some Facts to make the French undone, 
I've proved upon him well; 
And truly what 'tis he has not done, 


Impoſſible tis to tell 
Of this John Duke of Marlborough. 


To prove that all theſe Things are ſo, 
And not what Folks deviſe; 
Was he ever the Man that once ſpared the Foe, 
Or ever affronted the Allies? 
This ſame John Duke of ler ll. 


5 Ghent, Bruges, and Tournay, 
And of late the ſtrong Bouchain, 
He of his own Head made obey, 
Tho' wanting his Brother Eugene. 
Hot-headed 70% Duke of Marlberosgh! 4 


Of theſe immortal Things he brags, 
_ *Cauſe we take no notice at all; 
Vou ſee with his pitiful French bloody Rags, 
How he litter'd poor Weftminſter-hall. 
Slovenly John Duke of * 4 


Nay more he ſtill would fly at, 
And all to mend the Peace; 
| Lord, how can we ever be at quiet, 
If we pardon ſuch Crimes as theſe, 
In this ſame John Duke of Marlhirough? 71 


Twelve Vears, it ſadly true is, 
He us'd Bombs, Mortars, and Lines, 
And baffled poor King Lewis, 
He has ſpoil'd the Pretender's Deſigns: 
O meddleſome John Duke of Marlherough, 


Succeſs ſtill makes him bolder, 

And by the Monſieur's Fall, 
fle paſſes on this Iſle for a Soldier, | 
But it ſeems he knows nothing at all. 

Earl P: ſays ſo of Marlborough. 


'This Year for War he voted, 

But we reſolved on none; 

For Monſieur was ſure to be routed; 
And then High-church had been undone. 
P Engl. io John Duke of Marlborought 
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You ſee the Troops don't need him, 
He is out, and in France they laugh ; 
And ſend any other to head them, 
And Þ'll warrant old Bourbon is ſafe, 


Keep back but John Duke of OO 


For he, as Fame confeſles, 
Thac Kingdom meant to devour ; 
F or which, and his heinous Succeſſes, 
He is broke, and our Fears are all o'er. 
Thus fell * Duke of Mariderengs. 


SONG 318. 
HE Story of King Arthur old, 


Is very memorable, 


The Number of his valiant Knights 


And Roundneſs of his Table: 
His Knights around his Table in 
A Circle ſat, d'ye ſee, 


And all together made u p one 


Large Hoop of Chivalry. 


He had a Sword both large and rp: 


Ycleped Calibourn; 


Twould cut a Flint more eaſily 


Than Penknife cuts a Corn, 


As Caſe-knife does a Capon carve, 


So would it carve a Rock, 


4 And ſplit a Man at ſingle Slaſh, 


From Noddle down to Nock. 


He was the Cream of Brecknock, 


Flower of all the Welch. 
But George he did the Dragon fell, 
And gave him a plaguy Squelch. 
St. George he was for England, 
Ft. Dennis was for France, | 
Sing honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. 


Tamerlane with Tartarian BoW 
The Turkih Squadrons ſlew, 
And fetch'd the Pagan Creſcent down 
With Half. moon made of Yew. 
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This truſty Bow proud Tur4s did gall 
With Showers of Arrows thick, 


And Bow-iſtrings, without ſtrangling, ſent. 


Grand Viziers to old Nick ; 


Much Turbants, and much Pagan Pates 


He made to tumble in Duſt, 
And Heads of Saracens he fixt 
On Spear as on a Sign-polt, 
He coop't in Cage Bajazer, the Prop 
Of Mahomet's Religion, 


As 1f *t had been the whiſpering Bird, 


That prompted him, the Pigeon. 


In Turkey-leather Scabbard he 


Did ſheath his Blade ſo trenchant, 


But George he ſwing'd the Dragon' s Tail, 


And cut off every inch on't. 
St. George, Sc, 
Achilles of old Chiron learn'd 
The great Horſe for to ride, 


H'was taught by Centaurs rational Part 
The Hinnible to beſtride. 


Bright ſilver Feet and ſmiling Face 


Had that ſtout Hero's Mother; 


As Rapiers filver'd at one End 


And wounds you with the other, 


Her Feet were bright, his Feet were ſwift 


As Hawk purſuing Sparrow, 


Her's had the Metal, his the Speed 


Of Bar foot”s Silver Arrow. 


_ Thetis to double Pedagogue 


Commits her deareſt Boy, 
Who bred him from a tender Twig 
| To be the Scourge of Troy. 
But ere he laſh'd the Trojans, h'was 
In Szygran Water ſteept, 


When Boys are to be whipt. 
With Skin exceeding hard he roſe 
From Lake as black and muddy, 
As Lobſters from the Ocean riſe 
With Shell about their Body: 


And 
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And as from Lobſter's broken Claw 
Pick out the Shell you might, 


So you might from'one unſhell'd Heel 


Dig Pieces of the Knight. 


His Myrmidons robb'd Priam's Barns 


And Hen-roolls, ſays the Song, 
Carried away both Corn and Eggs, 
Like Ants, from whence they ſprung. 
Himſelf tore Hector s Pantaloons 
And ſent him down bare-breech'd 
To Pedant Radamanthus in 
A poſture to be ſwitch'd; 
But George he made the Dragon look 
As if he had been bewitch'd. 
., George, Se. | 
The Amazon Thaletris was 
Both beautiful and bold, 


She ſear'd her breaſts with Iron hot 


And bang'd her Foes with cold. 


Her Hand was like the Tool wherewith 


Jowe keeps proud Mortals under; 
It ſhone juſt like his Lightning, 
And batter'd like his Thunder. 


Her Eye darts Lightning, that would blight 


The proudeſt he that ſwagger'd, 
And melt the Rapier of the Soul 
I 1 its corporeal Scabbard. 
With Beauty, that great bun, 
Poor Men ſhe did bewitch all, 
Still a blind whining Lover had _ 
As Pallas had her Screech-owl. 


Her Beauty, and her Drum, to Foes 


Did cauſe Amazement double ; 
As timorous Larks affrighted are 
With Light, and eke with Low-bell, 


She kept the Chaſtneſs of a Nun, 


In Armour, as in Cloyſter; 


Dat George undid the Dragon, juſt 


As you'd undo an Oyſter, 
of, George, Sc, | 


(aa) 


Full fatal to the Romans was 
The Carthaginian Hanni- 
bal, him I mean, who gave to them 
That deviliſh T hump at Canna. 
Moors thick as Goats on Penmanmore 
Stood on the A/ps's Front, 
Their * one-ey'd guide, like blinking Moles, 
HBeoor'd through the hind” A mount; 
Who baffled by the moſſy Rock, 
Took Vinegar for Relief, 
As Plow- men when they hew their Way 
| ee ſtubborn Rump of Beef. 
As dancing Lowts from humid Toes 
- Caſt Atoms of ill Savour 
To blinking + Hyatt, when on vile Crowd 
| He Merriment does endeavour, 
And on harmonious Timber ſaws 
A wretched Tune to quiver: 
Juſt ſo the Remans ſunk at Sight 
Of African Canniver. 
The tawny Surface of his Phiz 
Did ſerve him for a Vizzard; 
But George he made the Dragon have 
A Grumbling in his Gizzard. 
St, George, &c. 


The valour of Domitian 
Ĩt muſt not be forgotten, 
Who from the Jaws of worm- blowing Fly 
Freed ſuppliant Veal and Mutton. 
A Squadron of Flies errant 
Againſt the Foe appears, 
With Regiments of buzzing Knights, 
And Swarms of Volunteers. 
The warlike Waſp encourag'd 'em 
With animating Hum, 
And the loud brazen Hornet next 
He was their Kettle-drum. 


Hannibal. 
+ £ one-ey'd Fellow who etinh 70 nale Fiddles, as 


well as play on *em ; well known i in Oxon. 


_— OE 2U— — — 


( 263) 
The Spaniſh Don Cantharids 
Did him moſt ſorely peſter, 
And rais'd on Skin of veut'rous Knight 
Full many a plaguy Bliſter. 
A Bee whipt through his Button-hole 
As through Key-hole a Witch, 
And ſtab'd him with her little Tuck, 
| Drawn out of Scabbard Breech. 
But the undaunted Knight lifts up 
An Arm both big and brawny, 
And ſlaſht her ſo, that here lay Head, 
And there lay Bag and Honey. 
Then 'mongſt the Rout he flew as ſwift 
As Weapon made by Cyclops, 
And bravely quell'd ſeditious Bux 
Buy dint of maſly Fly. Flops. 
Surviving Flies do Curſes breathe, 
And Maggots too at Cz/ar; 
But George he ſhav'd the Dragon's Beard, 
And Mfelon was his Razor. 
St. George, &c. 


The Gemini ſprung of an Egg, 
Were pur into a Cradle, 
Their Brains with Knocks and bott! d Ale 
Were oftentimes full addle. 
And, ſcarcely hatch'd, theſe Sons of him 
| That hurls the bold Trifulcate, | 
With Helmet-ſhell and tender Head, 
Did tuſtle with the red-ey'd Pole- cat, 
Caftr a Horſeman, Pollux tho? 
A Boxer was that wiſt, 
'The one was fam'd for Iron Heel, 
Th' other for i eaden Fiſt; 
Pollux, to ſhew he was a God, 
5 When he was in a Pailion, 
wa Fiſt made Noſes tall down flat 
Ey way of <AdOracion, 


* 
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This Fiſt as ſure as French Diſeaſe 
Demoliſh'd Noſes Ridges, 
He, like a certain * Lord, was fam'd 
For breaking down of Bridges. 
li Ceftor the Flame of fiery Steed 
With well-ſpurr*d Boots took down, 
As Men with Leathern Buckets do 
0 Qauench Fire in a Town. | 
14 His famous Horſe that liv'd on Oats 
bi Iõs ſung on Oaten Quill, 
By Bards immortal Provender 
The Nag ſurviveth ſtill. 
This Brood of Eggs on none but Rogue: 
Employ'd their briſk Artillery, 
And flew as naturally at Brogues, 
| As Eggs at Knaves in Pillory, 
Much Sweat they ſpent in furious F ight, 
| Much Blood they did effund, | 
Their Whites they vented thro” the Pores, 
TIheir Volks thro' gaping Wounds, 
Then both were cleans'd from Blood and Duſt 
| To make a heavenly Sign, 
18 The Lads, juſt like their Arms, were ſcour'd, 
| And then hang'd up to ſhine. 
| 
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Such were the heavenly double Dicks, 
1 Ihe Sons of Jode and Tindar; 
Wil: But George he cut the Dragon up 
i „ ABIEE had been. Duck or I indar. 
1 St. George, &c. 
1 Pendragon, like his Father Fowe, , 
| Was fed with Milk of Goat, 
And like him made a noble Shield 
| » Of the Goat's ſhaggy Coat. 
Wl On Top of burniſh'd Helmet, he 
ij Did wear a Creſt of Leeks, . 
J be And Onions Heads, with dreadful Nod 
Drew Tears from hoſtile Checks, 


| Itch 


* Lord 1 broke down 3 . about Oxford 
at che Beginning of the Revolution. 
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Itch and Velſb Blood did make him hot, 
Aud very prone by Ire, 
H'was ting'd with Brimſtone like a Match, 

And would as ſoon take fire. 
And Brimſtone he took inwardly 
When Scurf gave him occaſion, 
His poſtern Puff of Wind was a 
0 Sulphureous Exhalation. 
The Briton never tergiver>'d, 

But was for adverſe drubbing, 
And never turn'd his Back for aught 
Hhut to a Poſt for ſcrubbing. 
His Sword would ſerve for Battle, or 

For Dinner if you pleaſe ; 
When it had ſlain a Chyjbire Man, 
Would toaſt a Che/iire Cheeſe. 
He wounded, and in their own Blood, 
n JING anabaptize Pagans ; 
But George he made the Dragon an 

Example of all Dragons. 
St. George, c. 


Gorgon a twiſted Adder wor? 
For Kno: upon her Shoulder; 
She kemb'd her hiſſing Perriwig, 
And curled Snakes did powder. 
Theſe Snakes they made fluff Changelings 
Ot all the Folks tney hilt on, 
They turned Barbers into Hones. 
And Maſons into Free ſtone. 
Sworded magnetick Ama on 
Her Shield to Loadſtone changes, 
Then amorous Swor by magick belt 
Clung fait unto her Haunches. 
This Shi 15 Long Village did protect, 
And kept the Army from Town, 
And chang'd he Bullies int Rocks 
Iuhat came t' invadde » Long Compton. 


Vide Dr. Plot $ Hf y of Oxtordihire. 


5 She 
* A Place in Oxfordſhire, e * a Pa cel of Stones 
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She poſt-diluvian Stone unmans, 

And P;rrhus's Work unravels, 

And turns Deucalion's hardy Boys 
Back to their primitive Pebbles. 
Red Noſes ſhe to Rubies turn'e, 
Red Noddles into Bricks; | | 
But George n ade the Dragon laxative, 


And gave nim a bloody flix. 
St. ae Sc. 


Brave Warexich Guy at ng time 
Challeng'd a Giant ſavage, 
When ſtrait came out th' unweildy Lowt 
| Brimful of Wrath and Cabbage : 
He had a Phiz of Latitude 
And was full thick in the Middle; 
The Cheeks of puffed Trumpeter, 1: i 
And Paunch of + Squire Beadle. ; 
Put the Knight fell'd him like an Oak, ; 
And did upon his Back tread, 
The valiant Gy his Weazon cut, 
But Atropos his Packthread. 
Beſides he fought with a Dun Coæo, 
As ſay the Poets witty, 
A dreadful Dun, and horned too, 
Like “ Dan of Oxford City. 
The fervent Dog-days made her mad, 
Fy cauſing Heat of Weather, 
Sirius and Procyon baited her, 
As Bull-dogs did her Father. 
Graziers ror Eutchers this fell Beaſt | | 
E'er of her Frolick hindred; | 
John Dor ſet ſhe'd knock down as flat 
As John Enden down her Kindred. 


Het 


4 Men of Bulk, anſwerable 70 their Places, as is well 


known in Oxon. 


* Tradeſmen. 


1 The Butcher that then R the Calige. 
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Her Heels would lay you all along 


And kick into a Swoon : 


Cow-heels of | Fruins keep up your Co ok; 
But here 'two. Id beat you down. 


She vanquiſh'd many a ſturdy Knight, 


And proud was of the Honour, 

Was puff'd by mauling Butchers ſo, 
As if themſelves had blown her. 

At once ſhe kick'd, and puſh'd at Guy, 
But all that would not fright him, 


Who wav'd his Whinniard o'er Sir . 


As if he had gone to knight him. 
He let her blood, Frenzy to cure, 
And eke he did her Gall rip; 
His trenchan: Blade, like Cook's long Spit, 
Ran through the Monſter's bald Rib. 
He rear'd up the vaſt crooked Rib 
Inſtead of Arch triumphal : 
But George he hit the Dragon ſuch a Knock, 
As made him on his Bum fall. | 
St, George, Oc. 
Great Hercules the Offspring was 
Of ode and fair Alrmena 


One Part of him celeſtial was, 


One Part of him terrene-a. 
To ſcale the Walls of his Cradle 
Iwo fiery Snakes combin'd, 
And juſt like unto ſwaddling Bands 
About the Infant twin'd ; 
But he put out theſe Dragons Fi ires, 
And their Hiſſing ſtopt, 


| As red-hot Iron with niſſin g Noiſe 


Is quench'd in Blackſmith's Shop. 
He cleans'd a Stable, and rubb'd down 
Th' Horſes of Gueſts and New comers ; 


F or out of Hotſe-dung he rais d Fame, 


* * Tom Wrench 1 Cucumbers. 
N 2 | He 


| 4 Cook he on Faſt- Nights wyas 1 for falling 


Coau- heel and J ipe. 


* Paradiſe Gardiner, 
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He made a River help him, tho? 
Alpheus was Under groom: 
The Stream diſguſt at Office mean 
Went murmuring through the Room. 
This liquid hoſtile to prevent 
Being tir'd with a long Work, 
His Father Næptunc's Trident took 
Inſtead of three-tooth'd Dung- 88 
This Hercules, as Soldier and 
Spinſter could take pains; 


His Chub it ſometimes would ſpin Flax, 


And ſometimes knock out Brains. 
H' was forc'd to ſpin his Miſs a Shift 
By Js Wrath and her Spite; 
Fair Omjhale whip'd him to his Wheel 

As Cooks whip barking Turn-ſpit. 


From Man or Churn he well knew how 


To get him laſting Fame; 


He'd baſte a Giant till the Blood, 


And Milk till Butter came. 
And often he had boxed, 


Tap'd a freſh Monſter once a * eek, 


4 Harwcy does a Hogſhead. 


To Riff Anteus he gave ſuch a Kick, 


4s Folks do in "Cov nawwall, 


But Go, ge he did the Dragon Kill 


As dead as any Done mail. 
St. George, Ec. 


By Boar- ſpear Mcleager acquir'd 


An everlaiting Name, 
And out of Haunch of baſted Swine 
He had eternal Fame. 
The Beaſt the Heroe's Trowzers ript, 


Prick, d out the Wem, and out there came 


He roick Guts and Garbage: 


Legs were ſecur'd by Iron Boots 


No more than Peaſe by Peaſcods, 


+ A wted Alchouſe-heezer in Oxon, | 
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Wou'd crackle in's Mouth like Cheſnuts 
His tawney Hairs ere cted were 
ty Rage that was reſiſtleſs, 
And Wrath, inſtead of Cobler's Wax, 
Did ſtiffen his riſing Briſtles. 
His Tuſks laid Dogs to ſleep, that Whip 
Nor Bugle Horn could wake 'em ; 


It made them vent both their laſt Blood 


And their laſt Album Græcum. 


But the Knight yoak'd him with his Spear 


of him a tame one, 
inſtead of Cloves, 
in Monſter's Gammon. 
For monumental Pillar, that 
His Victory might be known, 
He raiſed in cylindrick Form 
4 Collar of the Prawn. 
He ſent his Shade to Shades telow 
In Stygian Mud to wallow. 
St. George he abas for England, 
St. Dennis was for France, 
Sig. honi ſoit qui mal y peals. 


SONG 319. 


. D Stories tell, how Hercules 
A Dragon ſlew at Lerna, 


With ſeven Heads and fourteen E; es, 


To ſee and well diſcern a: 
But he had a (lub, 


This Dragon to drub. 


Or he had ne'er don't, I warrant ye. 


But Moor of Moor- Hall. 


With nothing at all, 
He ſlew the Dragon of Wantley, 


This Dragon he had two furious Wings, 
Each one upon each Shoulder, 

With a Sting in his Tail, as long as a F Jail, 
Which made him bolder and bolder; 


He 
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3 (270 ) 
He had long Claws, 
And in his Jaws 
Four and forty Teeth of Iron, 
With a Hide as tough 
As any Buff, 
Which did him round inviron. 


Have you not heard that the Trepan Horſe 


Held ſeventy Men in his Pelly ? 
This Dragon was not quite ſo big, 
But very near, I tel] ye; 
Devour did he 
Poor Children three | 
Tat could not with him grapple, 
And at one Sup, 
He eat them up 
As one ſhould eat an FRO 


All Sorts of Cattle this Dragon did eat, 

Some ſay he eat up Trees, 

And that the Foreſt ſure he would 
Devour up by degrees. 

For Houſes and Churches, 

Were to him Geeſe and | urkies $ 
He eat all, and left none behind, 

But ſome Stones, dear ach, 

Which he could not crack, 
Which on the Hills you will find. 


In . vii „ire, near fair Rol heram, 
The Place I know it well, 


Some two or three Miles, or thereabouts, 


I vow | cannot tell; 

But there is a Hedge, 

Juſt on the Hill Edge, 

And Matthtab's Houſe is hard by it, 
Oh! there and then - 

Was th's Dragon's Den, 

You could not chuſe but ſpy it. 


Some ſay this Dragon was a Witch, 
Some ſay he was a Devil, 

For from his Noſe a Smoke aroſe, 

And with it burning Snivel, 


| {271 3 | 
| Which he caſt off, | 
| When he did cough, 
In a Well that he did ſand by, 
} Which made it look 
2 Juſt like a Brook 
| Running with burning Prandy. 


Hard by a furious Knight there dwelt 
| Of whom all Towns did ring, 
1 For he'd wreſtle, play at Quarter:ſtaff, kick, cuff, huff, 
Call Son of a Whore, do any kind of thing: 
By the Tail and the Main, 
With his Hands twain, 
He ſwung a Horſe tin he was dead; 
And that which 1s ſtranger, 
He for very Anger | 
Eat him all up but his . 


Theſe Children, as I told, being eat, 
Men, Women, Girls and Boys, 
Sighing and ſobbing, came to his ann, 
And made a hideous Noll : : 
O fave us all, 
Moor of Moor. hall, 
4 Thou peerleſs Knight of this Wood; 
2 No but ſlay this Dragon, 
| Me won't leave us a Rag on, 
i We'll give you all our Goods, 


Tut, tut, quoth he, no Goods I want ; 
But I want, I want inſooth, 

A fair Maid of ſixteen, that's briſk, 
And {miles about the Mouth ; 

Hair as black as Sloe, 

2 Both above and below, 

Ll Wich a Bluſh her Cheeks adorning, 

,} To'noint me o'er Night, 

F | Ere I go to fight, 

| And to dreſs me in the Morning. 
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This being done, he did engage 

7 To hew this Dragon down. 

| But firſt he went new Armour to- 
Beſpeak at Sheffield Town; 


Had you but ſeen him in this Dreſs, 


You would have thought him for to be 


For they took him to be 


To ſos this Fight, all People there | 


On Churches ſome, and Chimnies too, # 


As ſoon as he roſe, _ 


Fe drank by the Tale, | 
Six Pots of Ale, | = 
And a Quart of Agua Vite. 15 

It is not Strength that always wins, en | 7 
For Wit doth Strength excell; | . 


This Dragon would drink. 


. And as he ſtoop'd low, 


( 272 ) 


With Spikes all about, 


Not within, but without, 

Of Steel ſo ſharp and ſtrong, | þ 
Poth behind and before, | 
Arms, Legs, all o'er, | 
Some hve or ſix Inches long. 


How fierce he look'd and big, 


An Egyptian Porcupig : ; 
He frighted all, ? 7 


Cats, Dogs, and all : 


| Each Cow, each Horſe, and each Hog, 
For Fear did flee, | 


Some range. outlandiſh Hedge-hog. 


Got upon Trees and Houſes, 


But they put on their T row zes, 
Not to ſpoil their Hoſe. 


To make him ſtrong and mighty, 


Which made our cunning Champion | 
Creep down into a Well, 3 
Where he did think A 


And ſo he did in truth; | | \ 8 


He role up, and cry'd Boe, x 1 
And hit him in the Mouth. 2 

Oh, quoth the Dragon, pox take you, come out, . 
Thou that diſturb'{ me in my Drink, 

And then he turn'd and ſhit at him, 
Good lack how he did ſtink ! 


P | "Ce ae =: 


( 293 7) 
Beſhrew thy Soul, . 


Thy Body is foul, 


Thy Dung is not like Balſam, 
Thou Son of a Whore, 
Thou ſtink'ſt ſo ſore, 


Sure thy Diet it is unwholſome. 


Our politick Knight on the other Side, 
Crept out upon the Brink, 


And gave the Dragon ſuch a Douſt, 


He knew not what to think: 


By cock, quoth he, 


Say you ſo, do you ſee? 
And then at him he let fly 
With Hand and with Foot, 
And ſo they went to't, 


And the Word it was, Hey Boys, hey. 
Your Words, quoth the Dragon, I don t underſtand ; 


hen to't they tell all 


Like two wild Bears ſo fierce, if I may 
Compare great Things with ſmall : _ 
TW Days and a Night, 
With this Dragon did fight 


Our Champion on the Ground; 
Tho' their Strength it was grea”, 
Vet their Skill it was neat, 

They neither had one Wound. 


At length the hard Earth began for to quake, 
The Dragon gave him ſuch a Knock, 
Which made him to reel, 


And ſtrait he thought to lift him as high as a Weather 


And thence to let him fall. 


But Moor of Moor-hall. 


Like a valiant -on of Mars, 
As he came like a Lout, 
So he turn'd him about, 
And hit him a Kick on the Arſe, 


Oh! quoth the Dragon, with a Sigh, 


And turn'd fix Times together, 


Sobbing and tearing, curſing and ſwearing, 


Oat of his 'I hroat of Leather: 
N 5 


Lock. 


Door 
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' (274) 
Moor of Moor-hall, 

O, thou Raſcal, 

Would ! had ſcen you never! 

With the Thing at thy Foot 

Thou haſt prick'd my Arſe gut. 
Oh, I am quite undone for ever! 


Murder, Murder, the Dragon cry'd, 
Alack, alack, for Grief ; 

Had you but miſs'd that Place, you coat” 

| Fave done me no Miſchief: 

Ihen his Head he ſhak'd, 

Trembled and quak'd, 

And down he laid and cry d, 

Firſt on one Knee, 

Then on Back tumbled ge. 

So groan'd, kick'd, ſhit and dy'd. 


ON 320. By the Earl of Donsrr, 
P Hillis, for ſhame, let us improve, 
A thouſand . different Ways, 


Thoſe few ſhort Moments, ſnatcht by Love, 
From many tedious Days. 


i you want Courage to deſpiſe 
The Cenſures of the Grave; 

For all thoſe Tyrants of your Eyes, 
Your Heart is but a Slave. 


My Love is full of noble Pride; 
Nor can it e'er ſubmit 
To let that Fop, Diſcretion, ride 
In Triumph over it. 


Falſe Friends I have, as well as you; 
That daily counſel me, 
Fame and Ambition to purſue, 
And leave off loving thee : | 


But when the leaſt Regard I ſhew * 
IJ o Fools that thus adviſe, 
May I be dull enough to grow: 
Moſt miſerably wile, 
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RAY lien to my Story well, 

Of merry Andrew Snap, 
Whom Holy Brethren did compel 

To fall into a Trap: 

We know who did contrive the Scheme, 

Tho” he muſt now be whipt for them. 
His Father dealt in Iron Shoes, 

In Wooden does his Son; 

And none but Brutes will either chuſe, 

Or tamely put them on: 

Jo ſhoeing Horſes Snap was bred, 

Now ſhoeing Aſſes is his Trade. 


The Care of Bums at Eton School 
(A ſad thing to relate!) 

Wou'd not permit his Care of Souls 
Within poor Blinſgate : 

But that he might both Parties pleaſe, 

Hle teaches thoſe to ſcold like theſe. 


. Of Prayers he ſpeaks with great Reports 
To curſing moſt inclined ; 
He tells the Boys what to expect, 
If not by Law confined: 
And ſince you'll own 'twas very fair, 
For Curling is but Heat of Prayer. 


Of Love to God he next did WIRE, 
But underſtands it ill; | 
1 Sighs and Groans that he means b 7 t. 
And not to do his Will: 
Such loveſome Wives to Huſbands pay, 
Who cant and whine, but ne'er obey. 


But when he comes to Power of Church, 
He makes a fearful Rout ; 
If then he had but Scepter Birch, 
O] how he'd lay about | 
What, cot believe what Church does teach? 
My Lord, turn up, have at your Bh. 
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If you will not ſubmit your Faith, 
a o us, Chrilt's Vicegerents ; 
Nor mind what holy Parſons ſay, 
How ſhall we have our Rents ? 
In truth, my Lord, you are a Rogue, = 
| 7 ake that by way of Epilogue. 


SONG 322. 


"HEN firftI laid © iege to my Chloris, 
_ Cannon-Oatis I brought down 
To batter the l'own ; 
Aud [ germ d her with amorous Stories 


Lillets-doux, like Small ſnot, did ſo P'y her ; 
And Tometimes a Song 
Went whiſtling along; 
But ſtill I was never the vicher. 
At length ſhe ſent word by a Mas ane 
If I lik i'd that Life, 
| She wou'd be my Wife; 
But ſhe wou'd not be any Man's + Strumpet. 


Ito d her that Mars cou d not marry ; 
And ſwore by my Scars 
Got in Combats and Wars, _ 
That I'd rather dig tones in a Quarry. 
Ar length ſhe granted the Favour, 
W nuout the {ad Curie 
For better for worſe, 


Ard lav'd the dull Parſon the Labour, 


SONG 323. 


Here was a Vryara l a walking, 
A reading of his Book; 
And there was a fair Maid a waſhing, a waſhing, 
A waſhing of her <mock. 
Song, oY the Fryar, bee. 


5 = The 


K 277 * 
The Feit he ſaid to the fair Maid, 
What makes your Thighs ſo red? 
Quoth ſhe, I carry Fire in my Tail, 

410 light a Fryar a bed. 
Sing, [tow the Fryar, &c. 


Then he pull'd out his Wimble Wamble, 


As muchas he cou'd hondle ; 
And if you carry Fire in your Tail, 
Come light me this ſame Condle. : 
Sing, flow the Fryar, &C. 


Then ſhe let out a nutbrown 14, 
Out of her nutbrown Hole: 


And if you wou'd your Condle light, 


Come blow up this ſame Coal. 
Sing, flow the Fryar, &c. 


The Fryar he blew both Eaſt and Weſt, 


The Fryar he blew both North and South: 
The Fryar he blew ſo faſt at laſt, 
That the Sparks flew into his Mouth. 
Sing, fiow the Far, &. 


SON G 324. 
LL attendants apart 
I examin'd my Heart 
Laſt Night, when J laid me to reſt: 


"And methinks Im inclin'd 
Toa Change of mv Mind ; 


For, you know, ſecond Thoughts are the beſt. : 


To retire from the Crowd, 
And to make ourſelves good, e 


| By avoiding ev'ry Temptation ; 5 


Js in truth to reveal, 
What we'd better conceal, 
That our Paſſions want ſome Regulation. 


ns wou d much more redound 
To our Praiſe, to be found 


(I orld ſo abounding with Evil! 


Unſpotted and pure, 
Tho' not ſo demure; 


And to wage open War with the Devil, 
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80 bidding farewell 
To the Thoughts of a Cell, 

III prepare for this militant Life : . 
And if brought to Diſtreſs, 
Why then I'll confeſs, 

And do Penance in Shape of a Wife. 


SONG 323. 


Here was a fair Maid of Mington, 
and Margaret was her Name: 
And ſhe was a ganging to London Town, 
ler Apples and Pears to ſell. 


| As ſhe was ganging along the Road, 

2 Vintner did herelpy: ; 
And what ſhall I ove, | fair Maid, ſays he, 
One Touch with you to try ? 


If you one Touch with me wou'd try, 
VLou muſt give me Five Pound. 

A Maich, a Match, quoth the Vintner ſtrait; "Þ 
So laid her upon the Ground. 


7 Now that you have had your Deſire of me, 
You muſt my Five Pound give. 

O no, O no, quoth the Vintner Rrait z. 
The Devil a Penny you'll have. 


The fair Maid hearing what he ſaid, 
To a Juſtice ſtraitway went: | 
s This Man has hir'd a-Cellar of me, 
And will not pay the Rent.” 


| be V } itner hearing what ſhe faid, 
Straitway reply d again : 225 
Into her Cellar I ne'er did put 

hut one poor Pipe of Wine.“ 


The fair Maid! hearing what he ſaid, 
Straitway reply'd again: ; 
There lay two Butts at the Cellar Door 
66 : OY did 5 ſhove them in?” 


279 ) 
The Juſtice hearing what both ſaid, 
Made the Vintner draw his Purſe : 
She clap'd her Hand to her Cellar Door, 
And {wore it was never the worſe, 


1 | SONG 326. 
ute Children fliding on the Ice, 


} All on a Summer's Day; > 
It ſo fell out they all fell in, 
The reſt they ran away. 


But had theſe Children been at Church, | 
Or ſliding on dry Ground, 
I durſt to wage a hundred Mark 
They had not then been drown'd. 


You Parents that have Children dear, 
And eke you that have none, 

If you would have them ſafe abroad, 

Pray keep them lafe at home. 
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F 1 Race was Shinking 
Of the Line of Over Tudor 
But hur Renown is fled and gone, 
Since cruel Love purſu'd hur. 


Fair Winny's Eyes bright ſhining, 
And Lily Breaſts alluring, 
Poor Shinkir's Heart with fatal Dart 


Have wounded paſt all curing, | 1 

| Hur was the prettieſt Fellow oo 
. At Stool ball and at Cricket; iq 
z At Hunting race, or Foot ball Chace, 1 
Gods ſplut, how hur could kick } it! | = 
ut now all Joys are flying, i 
? All pale aud wan hur Cheeks too; 5 } 
Hur Heart ſo akes, hur quite forſakes 9 

Hur Herrings and hur Leeks. too. . j 


4280) 
No more ſhall ſweet Metheglin 
Be drank at good Mont gomi' ry 3 


And if Love's Sore laſt ſix Days more, | 1 
Adieu Cream-Cheeſe and Flumm'ry! 


SONG 328. 


Ræclarus ortu Shinkry, 
E ſtirpe Theodori : : 
Sed ceſſit a me ſplendor famæ 
Venereo furori. 5 
Splendentis Winifride 
Ocelli perculere: 
Cor (hea!) crudeli ictu teli 
Deſperat ars mederi. 


Tam clarus erat nemo 
Seu pili, ſeu bacilli; 
Curſu pedeſtri, aut equeſtri, 
HFaud quiſquam compar illi. 
Sed gaudia fugerunt, 
Emaciantur genæ: N 
Cor (heu!) fic dolet, non ut ſolet 
Jam cepe olet bene. 
Non poſthac deglutienda 
Promulſis de Montgomery 
Si deſit quies plus ſex dies 
ternum valcat Flummery. 
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8 O N G 330. By Sir Joux SUCkLING, 


7 HEN, deareſt, 1 but think of thee, 
Methinks all Things that lovely be 


Are preſent, and my Soul delighted: 


For Beauties that from Worth ariſe, 
Are like the Grace of Deities, 


Still preſent with us, tho' unſighted. 
Thus whilſt I fit, and ſigh the Day 


With all his borrow'd Lights away, 
_ Till Night's black Wings do overtake me, 


Thinking on thee ; thy Beauties then, 


As ſudden Lights do ſleepy Men, 


So they by their bright Rays awake me. 


Thus Abſence dies, and dying proves 
No Abſence can ſubſiſt wita Loves 
That do partake of fair Perfection; 
Since in the darkeſt Night they may, 
By Love's quick Motion, find a Way 
To ſee each other by Reflection. 


The waving Sea can with each Flood 
Bathe ſome high Promont, that has ſtood 


Far from the Main up in the River: 
Oh think not then but Love can do 


As much, for that's an Ocean too, 
Which flows not every Day, but ever. 
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SONG 331. by Sir Joh SUCKLING, 


„Is now, fince I fate down before | 
| I hat fooliſh Fort, a Heart, 


(Time ftrangely ſpent !) a Year, and more; 
And ſtill 1 did my Part: 1 
Made my Approaches, from her Hand b; 
Unto her Lip did riſe Ts RS 


And aid already underſtand _ 
The Language of her Eyes. 


Proceeded on with no leſs Art 
My Tongue was Engineer ; 
thought to undermine the Heart, 
By whiſpering in the Ear. 


When this did nothing, I brought down 
Great Cannon-oaths, and ſhot 
A Thouſand Thouſand to the T own, 
And ſtill it yielded not. : 


1 then reſolv'd to ſtarve the Place, 
By cutting off all Kiſſes, 
Praiſing and gazing on ber Face, 

And all ſuch little Bliſſes. 


To draw her out, and from her ee 
I drew all Batteries in: 

And brought myſelf to lie at Length, 

As if no Siege had been. 


When I had done what Man could do, 
And thought the Place mine own, 
The Enemy lay quiet too, 

And ſmil'd at all was done. 


1 ſent to know from whence, and Where, 
Theſe Hopes, and this Relief! 
A Spy inform'd, Honour was there, 
And did command 1 in chief. 
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March, march (quoth I;) the Word ſtraight give, 


Let's loſe no Time, but leave her: 


That Giant upon Air will live, 


And hold it out for ever. 


To ſuch a Place our Camp remove 
As will no Siege abide ; 
J hate a Fool that ſtarves her Love, 
Only to 1 Pride. 


SO N G 332. By Sir Joins SUCKLING. 


Toneſt Lover whoſocver, 
If in all thy Love there ever 
Was one wav'ring Thought ; if thy F lame 
Were not {till even, ſtill the lame : 1 
Know this, ET 
Thou lov'ſt amiſs ; 


And to love true, 


Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. 


If when ſhe appears i'th' Room, 
Thou doſt not quake, and art ſtruck dumb ; 


And in ftriving tnis to cover, 


Poſt not ſpeak thy Words twice over: 


Know this, 
Thou lov'ſt aintfs ; 
And to love true, 


Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. 


If fondly thou doſt not miſtake, 


And all Defects for Graces take; 


Perſwad'ſ thy ſelf that jeſts are broken, 
When the hath little or nothing ſpoken : 
Know this, 
Thou lov'ſt . ; 
And to love true, 


Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. 


If when thou appear'ſt to be within, 
Thou lett'ſt not Men aſk and aſk again; 
And when tiou anſwer'ſt, if it be 

To what was aſk'd thee properly : 
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Know this, 
Thou lov'ſt amiſt ; 
And to love true, 


Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. 


If when thy Stomach calls to eat, 
Thou cutt'ſt not Fingers 'ſtead of Meat, 
And with much gazing on her Face 
Dolt not riſe hungry from the Place: : 
Know this, 
Thou lov'tt amiſt ; 
And to love true, 


Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. 
If by this thou doſt diſcover | 


That thou art no perfect Lover, 
And deſiring to love true, 


Thou doſt begin to love anew. 


Know this, 
Thou lov'ſt amiſs; 
And to love true, 


. Thou muſt begin * and love anew. 


SONG 333. 


Jome, my Faireſt, learn of me, 
Learn to give and take the Bliſs; 


Come, my Love, here's none but we; 


I'll inſtruct thee how to kiſs. 


Why turn from me that dear Face ? 5 
Why that Bluſh, and down-caſt Eye? 


Come, come, meet my fond Embrace, 
And the mutual Rapture try. 


Throw thy lovely twining Arms 


Round my Neck, or round my Waiſt; 


Aud whilſt I devour thy Charms, 
Let me cloſely be embrac'd: 


Then when ſoft Ideas riſe, 


And the gay Deſires grow ſtrong; 


Let them ſparkle in thy Eyes, 


Let tem murmur from thy Tongue, 
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To my Breaſt with Rapture cling, | 
Look with Tranſport on my Face; 

Kiſs me, pre's me, every thing 
To endear the fond Embrace. 


Every tender Name of Love, 
In ſoft Whiſpers let me hear; 

And let ſpeaking Nature prove 
Every Extaly ſincere. 


SONG 334. 


LD 8 that Hoke of a God, 
And Father of all the Divine, 


Still govern'd the World with a Nod, 


Vet fancied briſk Women and Wine; 
And when he was whimſical grown, 
By fipping his plentiful Bowl, 


Then frank y the Truth he Won own, 


That a Wench was the Joy of his Soul, 


Great Fupiter, like his old Dad, 


Jo Love and a Bottle inclin'd, 
When mellow was conſtantly glad 
To finda plump Girl to his Mind; 


And then, as the Story is told, 


He'd conjure himſelf in her Arms, 


4 once in a Shower of Gold 


He rifled fair Danae's Charms. 


Stern Mars, the great God of the Field. 


All Day tho? delighting in Blood, 


At Nigit his fierce Godſhip would yield 


To beauty and Wine that was good ; 
With Ne&ar he'd cher ſh his Heart, 

And raiſe up his wanton Deſires, 
Then to Venus, his Darling, impart 

The Warmth of his amorous Fires. 


Apollo, the Patron of Bays, 


Full Goblets would merrily drain, 

And ſing forth poetical Lays, | 
When the Fumes had got into his Brain, 5 
But 


( 286 ) 
But ſtill as he whimſical grew, 
By toping the Juice of the Vine, 


To Parnaſſus daily he flew, 
To kiſs all the 1 Nine. 


Sly Mercury too, like the reſt, 


Made Wenching and Wine bis Delight, 


And thought himſelf perfectly bleſt 


With a Bottle and Miſtreſs at Night: 
No Wonder Debauches he lov'd, 

And Cheating his Pleaſure he made, 
For the Gods have ev'ry one prov'd 

That Pimping was always his Trade. 


Plump Bacchus, that Tun-belly'd Sot, 


His Thirſt could but ſeldom allay, 


Till aſtride o' er a Hogſhead he got, 


And drank all the Liquor away: 
As long as upright he could ſit, 
He'd ſtrenuous bellow for more; 
When drunk, then the Veſſel work! quit, 
And reel to . Bacchanal Whore. 


8 0 N G 335. Sung in the Provok'd Wife, 


8 tipling John was jogging on, 
Upon a Riot- Night; 

With tott'ring Pace, and fiery Face, 
Suſpicious of high Flight : 

The Guards, who. took him by his Look, 
For ſome chief |'ire-brand, 

Aſk'd, whence he came? what was his Name? 
Who are you ? ſtand, Friend, ſtand. 


I am going home ; from Meeting come. 

Ay, ſays one, that's the Caſe : 

Some Meeting he has burnt, you ſee 

The Flame's ſtill in his Face. 

John thought twas Time to purge the Crime, 
And ſaid, *twas his Intent, 


For to aſlwage his thirſty Kage; 


That Secting 'twas he meant, 2 
Come, 
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Come, Friend, be plain, you trifle in vain, 


Says one, pray let us know; 


That we may find, how you're inclin'd, 


Are you High-Church or Low ? 
John ſaid to that, I'IF tell you what, 
To end Debates and Strife ; 


All I can ſay, this is my Way 


I ſteer my Courſe of Life. 


1 I ne'er to Bow, nor Burgeſs 80, 


To Steeple-houſe, nor Hall; 


The briſk: Bar- hell beſt ſuits my Zeal, 


With, Gentlemen, d'ye call? 


Now judge, am | Low- Church or High! ? 


From 'Lavern or the Steeple, 
Whole merry Toll exalts the Soul, 
And makes us high-flown People. 


The Guards came on and look'd at John, 


With Countenance moſt pleaſant: 


By Whiſper round, they all ſoon found, 


He was no dang” rous Peaſant : 


So while John ood, the beſt he cou'd, 


Expecting their Beciſion; ; 
Pox on't, ſays one, let him be gone, 
He's of our own Religion. 


SONG 2206 Love Sone inthe Midirs. 
Taſte. By Dr. SWIFT, 


| Lutt ring ſpread thy Pans Pinion, 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my Heart 


la slave in thy Dominions; 


Nature muſt give way to Art. 


Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er your blocks, 


See my weary Days conſuming, 


All beneath 708 Þ flow'ry Rocks. 
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Thus the Cyprian Goddeſs weeping, 


Mourn'd Aaonis, darling Youth : 


Him the Boar in Silence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting J ooth. 


Cynthia, tune harmonious Numbers ; 
Fair Diſcretion, ſtring the Lyre ; 
Sooth my ever-waking Slumbers: _ 

Bright Apollo, lend thy Choir. 


Gloomy Pluto, King of Terrors, 


Arm'd in Adamantine Chains, 


Lead me to the Chryſta! Mirrors, 


Wat' ring ſoft EIn Plains. 
Mournful Cypreſs, verdant Willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia's Brows, 
Morpheus hovering o'er my Pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying Vows. 


Melancholy ſmooth Meander, 


du iftly purling in a Round; 


On thy Margin Lovers wander, 
With thy flow'ry Chaplets crown'd 


Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her ſilent Mate; 

See the Bird of Juno ſtooping ; 

Melody reſigns to Fate. 
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HE Lass of Peaty' s Mill, 
So bonny, blyth and gay, 
In ſpight of all my Skill 
 Hath ſtole my Heart away, 
When tedding of the Hay 
Bare-headed on the Green, 


Love *midſt her Locks did play, 


And wanton'd i in her Een. 


Her Arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in "their Dawn, 
To Age it would give Youth 
To preſs * em with his Hand. 
Thro' all my Spirits ran 
An Extacy of Bliſs, 
When I ſuch Sweetnels fand 
Wrapt in a balmy Kiſs! 
Without the Help of Art, 
Like Flowers which grace the . ild, 


She did her Sweets. impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 


Her Looks they were ſo mild, 


Free from affected Pride, 
She me to Love beguil'd, 
I 'wiſh'd her for my Bride. 
O had I all that Wealth, 
Hoptoun's high Mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long Life and Health, 
And Pleaſures at my Will; 


(290) 
I'd promiſe and fulfill, 
1h t none but bonny ſhe, . 
The Laſs of Peaty's Mill, „ J 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi' me. : 


SONG 338. 7 


HAT Peauties does Flora dilcloſe, 
How ſweet are her Smiles upon 7 weed 1 ? 
Vet Mary's ſtill fweeter than thoſe ; 
Both Nature and Fancy exceed. 
Nor Daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing Roſe, 
Nor all the gay Flowers of the Field, 
Nor Taveed gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such Beauty and Pleaſure does yield. 


The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 
The Linnet, the Lark, and the Thruſh, 
The Black- bird, and ſweet cooing Dove, 
With Mufick enchant ev'ry Buſh. : : 
Come, let us go forth to the Mead, : * 
Let us fee how the Primroſes ſpring, 3 

We'll lodge in ſome Village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd F locks ſing. 


How does my Love paſs the long Day? 4 
Doss Mary not 'tend a few Sheep ? 3 

Do they never careleſly flray, | 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep ? 

Tweed's Murmurs thould lull her to Ret; = 
Kind Nature indulging my Bliſs, 1 

To relieve the ſoft Pains of my Breaſt, f 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial Kiſs. 


Tis ſhe does the Virgins excell, = 2 
No Beauty with her may compare; 3 
Love's Graces all round her do dwell, E 


She's faireſt where Thouſands are fair. = 
Say, Charmer, where do thy Flocks ſtray? 4 


Oh! tell me at Noon where they feed; : 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet-winding Tay, I 
Or the pleaſanter Banks of the Tweed ?F2=\ |}: 
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SON 6 349 


S early I walk'd, on the firſt of ſweet Mey, 
Beneath a ieep Mountain, 
Beſide a clear Fountain, 
I heard a grave Lute ſoft Melody play, 
Whilſt the Eccho reſounded the dolorous Lay. 


L liſten'd and look'd, and ſpy'd a young Swain, 
With Aſpect diſtreſſed, 
And Spirits oppreſſed, 
Seem'd clearing afreſh, like the Sky after Rain, 


And thus he diſcover'd how he ſtrave with his Pain. 
Tho' Eliſa be coy, why ſhould I repine, 


That a Maid, much above me, 
Vouchſafes not to love me? 
In her high Sphere of Worth I never could ſnine; 
Then why ſhould I ſeek to debaſe her to mine? 


No; henceforth Eſteem ſhall direct my _— 
And. in due Subjection, 
| Retain warm Affection; | 
To how that Self Love inflames not my Fire, 


And that no other Swain can more humbly admire, 


When Paſhon ſhall ceaſe to rage in my Breaſt, 
Then quiet returning, 
Shall huſh my ſad Mourning : 

And, Lord of myſelf, in abſolute Keſt, 


; I'll hug the Condition which Heaven ſhall think beſt. 
Then Friendſhip unmixt, and wholly refin'd, 


May till be reſpecled, 
Tho' Love is rejected: 


 Flifa ſhall own, tho' to Love not inclin'd, 


That ſhe ne'er had a Friend like her Lover reſign'd. 


May the fortunate Youth who hereaſter ſhall WOO, 


With proſp'rous Endeavour, 
To gain her dear Favour, 
Know as well as I what t' E//a is due, 


Be much more deſerving, but never lefs true, 
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 Whillt I, diſengag'd from all amorous Cares, 


Sweet Liberty taſting, 
On calmeſt Peace feafting, | 
Fmploying wy Reaſon to dry up my Tears, 


In hopes of Heaven's Bliſſes I'll ſpend my few Years, 
Ye Powers that preſide o'er virtuous Love, 


Come aid me with Patience 
To bear my Vexations ; 


With equal Deſires my flutt'ring Heart move, 
With Sentiments pureſt my Notions improve, 
If Love in his Fetters e'er catch me again, 


May Courage protect me, 
And Prudence direct me: 


Prepar'd ſor all Fates, rememb'ring the Swain, 


Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain, 


SONG 340. 


2 Appy's the Love which meets Return, 


When in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn ; 


but Words are wanting to diſcover 
The Torments of a hopeleſs Lover, 


Ye Regiſters of Heaven, relate, 
If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot the Flower of Yarrow Fo 


Ah no! her Form's too heavenly fair, 
Her Love the Gods above muſt ſhare ; 
While Mortals wi:h Deſpair explore her, 
And at a Diſtance due adore her. | 
O lovely Maid! my Doubts beguile, 


Revive and bleſs me with a Smile : 


Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye Fears! I'll not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 


| Then I 1 go teil her all my Anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languiſh : 
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With Succeſs crown'd, I'll not envy 


The Folks who dwell above the Sky ; 
M hen Mary Scot's become my Marrow, 


We'll make a Paradiſe on Jarrow. 


SONG 341. 


HE ſmiling Morn and breathing Spring 


Invite the tuneful Birds to ſing; 


And as they warble from each Spray, 


Love melts the univerſal Lay! 


Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them employ the Hour that flies 
And in ſoft Murmurs waſte the Day, 
Amidf the Birks of Inner may. 


Soon wears the Summer of the Year, 


And Lovelike Winter will appear ; 
Like this your lively Bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant Shade. 


Our Taſte for Pleaſure then is o'er, 
The feather'd Songſters charm no more ; 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the Birks of Innermay ! 


SONG 342. 


[Laſs that was loaden with Care 
Sat heavily under a Thorn, 
] liſten'd a while for to hear, 
When thus ſhe began for to mourn : 
So merry as abe twa have been, 
So happy as we twa have been; 


'] O! my Heart it is like todeſpair 
a When I think on the Days we have ſeen. 


When you, my dear Shepherd, was there, 


The Birds did meJodiouſly fing, 


And the cold nipping Winter did wear 


A Face that reſembles the Spring. 
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Our Flocks feeding cloſe by his Side, 


As he gently preſs'd my Hand-. 
I vicw'd the wide World in its Pride, 


And Jaugh'd at the Powp of Command ! 


My Dear, he would oft to me ſay, 
What makes you hard-hearted to me; 


Or why did you thus turn away, 


From him who is dying for thee ? 

But now he is far from my Sight, 
Perhaps a new Miſtreſs may prove, 
Which makes me lament Day and Night, 

Tnat ever granted him Love. 


At the Eve, when the reſt of the Folk 


Were merrily ſeated to ſpin, 
I ſat myſelf under his Oak, 
And heavily ſighed for him. 


80 merry as d tæua have been, &c. 


85 SONG 343. 
Fa Beſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny Laſſes, 


They bigg'd a Bower on yon Burn Brae, 
And theek'd it o'er wi' Raſhes, 


Fair Beſy Bell J loo'd Yeſtreen, 


And thought I ne'er could alter; 


But Mary Gray's twa. pawky Een, 


They gar my Fancy falter. 


Now Bes Hair's like a Lint-Tap; 


She ſmiles like a May Morning, 
When Phoebus ſtarts frac Thetis' Lap, 

The Hills with Rays adorning : 
White is her Neck, ſaft is her Hand, 
Her Waſte and Feet's fu' genty; 


With ilka Grace ſhe can command; 


Her Lips, O vow | they're dainty. 
And Mary's Locks are like a Craw, 


ler Eyes like Diamonds glances : 


She's ay ſae clean, redd up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 


Blyth 
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Blyth asa Kid, with Wit at Will, 
She blooming tight and tall is ; 


And guides her Airs ſae gracefu' till, 


O Joe] ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear B. Bell and Mary Gray, 
Ve unco ſair oppreſs us; 

Our Fancies jee between you twa 

Ve are ſic bonny Laſſes: 

Waes me ! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by Law we're ſtinted ; 

Then I'll draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


SONG 344. 
IN April, when Primroſes paint the ſweet Plain. 


And Summer approaching rejoiceth the Swain; 
The Yellow-hair'd Ladie would oftentimes go 


To Wilds and deep Glens, where the Hawthorn Tree: 


grow. „ 
There under the Shade of an old ſacred Thorn, 
With Freedom he ſung his Love's Ev'ning and Morn: 
He ſung with ſo ſaft and enchanting a Sound, 
That Sylvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The Shepherd thus ſang, I ho' young Maya be fair, 
Her Beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu* proud air; 
But Szſie was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 


Her Breath like the Breezes perfum'd in the Spring. 


That Madie, in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 
Like the Moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke Truth : ' 
But Suſie was faithful, good humour'd and free, 
And fair as the Goddeſs who ſprung from the Sea. 


That Mamma's fine Daughter with all her great Dow'r, 
Was awkwardly airy, and frequently ſow'r : 


Then fighing, he wiſh'd, would Parents agree, 
The witty ſweet Suſie his Miſtreſs might be. 
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* ſmooth winding Te ay a Swain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, oh hey! maun IT flill live pining 
| My ſell thus away, and dar na diſcover | 2 
To my bonny Hay, that I am her Lover ? _ 


Nae mair it will hide, the Flame waxes ſtranger * 
If ſhe's no my Bride, my Days are nae langer: 
Then I'll take a Heart, and try at a Venture, 
May be, ere we part, my Vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the Spring, and ſweet as Aurora, : 
When Birds mount and ling, bidding Day a Good Mor- E 
ro W:? co 
The Sward of the Mead, enamel'd with Daiſi __ 
Look wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her Graces. 


ut if ſhe appear where Verdures invite herr, 

The Fountains run clear, and Flow'rs ſmell the ſweeter; |. 
Tis Heav'n to be by, when her Wit is a lowing, 

Her Smiles and bright Eye ſet my Spirits a glowing. | 


The mair that I gaze the deeper I'm wounded ;z 
Struck dumb with àmaze, my Mind is confounded : 
I'm all in a Fire, dear Maid, to careſs ve, 

For a my Defire 3 18 Ha 5 bouny Laſſie. 1 
4 | : We 
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F Race divine thou needs muſt be, 3 
Since nothing earthly equals thee ; 3 
For Heaven's Sake, oh! favour me, 
Who only lives to love thee. 
| Ann thou abert my ain Thing, 
1 wad love thee, I wad love thee ; 3. 
Ann thou wwert my ain Ping, 
How dearly wad I love thee ! 


The Gods one Thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can ſave ; 
O! for their Sake, ſupport a Slave, 
Who only lives to love thee. 
Ain thou wert, & . 
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To Merit J no Claim can make, 
But that I love, and for your Sake, 
What Man can name [I'll undertake, 
So dearly do I love thee. 
Ann thou wert, &c. 


My Paſſion, conſtant as the Sun, 
Flames ſtronger fill will ne'er ha' done, 


Jill Fates my Thread of Life have ſpun, 
Which breathing out, I'II love thee. 
Aun #ou wert, Ke. 


SONG 347. 


PHE la Time I came o'erthe Moor, 
I left my Love behind me; : 


| Ye e ! what Pain do I endure, 


When ſoft Ideas mind me? 


| Soon as the ruddy Morn diſplay'd 


The beaming Day enſuing, 


1 met betimes my lovely Maid, 


In fit Retreats for Wooing. 


Beneath a cooling Shade we Jay, 


Gazing, and chaſtly ſporting ; 
We kiſs'd and promis'd Time away, 
Till Night ſpread her black Curtain 


TIpitied all beneath the Skies, 


Ev'n Kings when ſhe was nigh me; 


In Raptures I beheld her Eyes, 


Which could but ill deny me. 


Should I be call'd where Cannons roar, 
Where mortal Steel may wound me 


Or caſt upon ſome foreign Shore, 


Where Dangers may ſurround me: 
Yet Hopes again to ſee my Love, 
I 0o0o feaſt on glowing Kiſſes, 
Shall make my Cares at Diſtance move, | 
In r N of ſuch Bliſſes. 


o 5 


In 


And that my Faith is firm and pure, 


1 But finding her breathleſs, oh Heavens did he FP 7 
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In all my Soul there's not one Place, 4 

To let a Rival enter : | 
Since ſhe excels in every Grace 

In her my Love ſhall center. 
Sooner the Seas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 

Their Ways the Abs ſhall cover, 
On Greenland Ice ſhall Roles grow, 

Before I ceaſe to love her. 


The next Time I go o'er the Moor, 
She ſhall a Lover find me; 


i ho? I left her behind me. 
Then Hymen's ſacred Bands ſhall chain 
My Heart to her fair Foſom ; 
There, while my Being does remain, 


My Love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


SONG 348. 


Y a murmuring Stream a fair chephendef lay, | 
Be ſo kind, O ye Nymphs, I oftimes heard her ay, , 
Tell Szre; hon ! die, if he paſſes this Way, > 
And that Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


Falſe Shepherds that tell me of Beruty and Charms, 


You deceive me, for Strepbhon's cold Heart never warms, 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his Arms, 
Oh S:rephon ! the Caſe of my Mourning. 


But firſt, ſaid ſhe, Jet me go 
Down to the Shades below, 
_ Ere ye let Strephon know 
That I have lov'd him ſo: 


That on my pale Cheek no Bluſhes will ow 


That Love was the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


Her Fyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came by, 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew nighz 


Ab Chlons! the Cauſe of my Mourning. ; 
| Pe ſtore | : 
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Reſtore me my Chloris, ye N ymphs uſe your Art. 
They ſighing, reply d, twas yourſelf ſnot the Dart, 


| 1 That wounded the tender young Shepherdeſs' Heart, 


And kilPd the poor Chloris avith Mourning. 


Ah then is Chloris dead, 
Wounded by me! he faid ; 
I'II follow thee, chaſte Maid, 
| Down to the ſilent Shade, 
Then on her cold ſnowy Breaſt leaning his Heal, 
Expir 'd the nad 3 With Mourning. 


S walking forth to view the Plain, 
1 Upon a Morning early, 
While May's ſweet Scent did chear my Brain, 
From Flowers which grew fo rarely. 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty Maid, 
She ſhin'd tho' it was fogie ; 
I aſk'd her Name: Sweet vir, ſhe ſaid, 
My Name is Katharine O:ie, 


I ſtood a while, and did admire 

To ſee a Nymph ſo ſtatelyß; 
So briſk an Air there did appear 
In a Country Maid ſo neatly: 
Sach natural Sweetnefs ſhe difplay'd, 
Like a Lilie in a Bogie; 
Diana s {elf was ne*er array d 

Like this ſame Katharine Ove. 


T hou Flower of Females, Beauty's Queen, 
Who ſees thee ſure mult prize thee 3 . 
Tho? thou art dreſt in Robes but mean, 
Yet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee : 
Thy handiome Air, and graceful Look, 
Far excels any clowniſh Rogie ; 
Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 
My charming Ks tharine Ogie. 


O were 


4 
O were I but ſome Shepherd- Swain! 

Io feed my Flock beſide thee, 

At Boughting-Time to leave the Plain, 

In Milking to abide thee; 

I'd think myſe'f a happier Man, 

With Kate, my Club, and Dogie, 
Than he that hugs his Thouſands Ten, 
Fad I but Katharine Ogie. 

'Then I'd deſpiſe th' Imperial Throne, 
And Stateſmen's dangerous Stations: 
I'd be no King, I'd wear no Crown, 

I'd ſmile at conqu ring Nations: 
Might I careſs and ſill poſſeſs 
_ 'This Laſs, of whom I'm vogie; 
For theſe are Toys, and ſtill look lefs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 


| But I fear the Gods have not decreed 
For meſo fine a Creature, 
Whoſe Beauty rare make her exceed 
All other Works in Nature. 
Clouds of Deſpair ſurround my Love, 
That are both dark and fogie: 
Pity my Caſe ye Powers above, 
And grant me Katharine Ogie. 
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F Ear me ye Nymphs, and every Swain, 
['11 tell how Peggy grieves me, 
Tho' thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas ! ſhe ne'er believes me, 
My Vows and Sighs, like fitent Air, 
Dnheeded never move her. 
At the bonny Buſh aboon Traguair, 
T was there I firſt did love her. 


That Day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No Maid ſeem'd ever kinder: 5 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt Lad, 


Vo OBEY chere to find her, 8 5 
1 try'd 
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4 try'd to ſooth my am'rous Flame, 


In Words that I thought tender; 


If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 


J meant not to offend her, 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the Plain, 
The Fields we then frequented ; 


If e'er we meet, ſhe ſhews Diſdain, 


She looks as ne'er acquainted. 
The bonny Buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its Sweets Fll ay remember; 


Fut now her Frowns make it decay, 


It fades as in Deccapber. 


| Ye rural Powers, who hear my Strains, 


Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 


Oh ! make her Partner in my Pains, 


Then let her Smiles relieve me. 

If not, my Love will turn Deſpair, 
My Paſſion no more tender, 

I'll leave the Buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely Wires In wander. 
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OVE's Goddeſs in a Myrtle Grove- 
Said, Cupid, bend thy Bow with Wees, 


; Not let ho Shaft at random rove, 


For Feany's haughty Heart muſt bleed, 


The ſmiling Boy, with divine Art, 


From Paphos ſhot an Arrow keen, | 
Which flew, unerring, to the Heart, 
And kill'd the Pride of bonny Jean. 


No more the Nymph, with haughty Air, 
Refuſes Villy's kind Addreſs ; 


Her yielding Bluſhes ſhew no Care, 


But too much Fondnefs to ſuppreſs. 
No more the Youth is ſullen now. 
But looks the gayeſt on the Green, 


_ Whilſt every Day he ſpies ſome new 


Sqrpriing Charms in bonny To 


A thou- 
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A thouſand Tranſports croud his Breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting Wind, 
His former Sorrows ſeem a Jeſt, 
Now when his Jenny is turn'd kind: 
Riches he looks on with Difdain, 
The glorious Fields of War look mean ; 


The chearful Hound and Horn give Pam, 


If abſent from his bonny Fear. 


The Day he ſpends i in am'rous Gaze, 


Which even in Summer ſhorten'd ſeems ; 


When ſunk in Downs, with glad Amaze, 


He wonders at her in his Dreams. 


All Charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 


Than Hium's Prize, the Spartan Queen, 


55 With breaking Day, he lifts his Sight, 


And pants to be with —— Jean. : 
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B'i1 take he War, that barry” d Will from me, 
| Who to love me juſt had ſworn; | 
I hey made him Captain ſure to undo me; 
Woe's me! he'll ne'er return. 


A thouſand Loons abroad will fight him, 


He from Thouſands ne'er will run: 


Pay and Night I did invite him, 


10 ſtay at home from Sword and Gun. 
I us'd alluring Graces, 
With muckle kind Embraces, 


Now ſighing, then crying, Tears dropping fall; „ 


And had he my ſoft Arms 
Preferr'd to War's Alarms, 
By Love grown mad, without the Man of God, 


I fear in my Fit J bad granted all. 


1 waſh'd and patch'd, to make me look provoking ; I 
Snare, that they told me would catch the Men, 


And on my Head a huge ommode fat poking, 


Which made me — as tall again 15 


. 


J riſe ſo ſoon at Morn, 


- You'll blear out all your Eyne, 


I wit it is a bonny Thing 

But yet it is much bonnier, 

To feel your Hammer ſtrike, John, 
So wall I like your Chaunter- pipe, 


Fro' my Top-knot to my Toe, g 
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For a new Gown too I paid muckle Money, 


W hich with Golden Flowers did ſhine ; 


My Love well might think me gay and ads 


No Scots Laſs was &er ſo fine. 
My Petticoat I ſpotted, 
Fringe too with Thread I knotted, 


Lace Shoes, Silk Hoſe, Garters o'er the Knee ; ; | 


But oh! the fatal Thought, 
To Willy theſe are nought ; 


Who rode to Towns, and rifled with Dragoons, 


When be, filly Loon, might have plunder'd we. 
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O H N Ander on, my jo, 
I wonder what you mean; 


And fit ip ſo late at E'en: | 
John; and why will you do ſo ? | I 


Gang ſooner tull your Bed at E' en, 


John Anderſon, my jo. 


For to look o'er the Dyke; 
John, to feel your Hammer ſtrike: 
And riggle to and fro; 


John Ander ſon, my jo. 
I' m ſided like a Salmon, | 
I'm breaſted like a Swan: 
My Wem is like a downy Cod : 
F ye, John, gin ye come on. 


Is like the driven Snow ; 


*Tis aw for your Conveniency, | 
Jobn Ander jor, my jo. 


When 
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When I begin to ſnort, John, 
See that you gird me faſt ; 

When I begin to fnort, oba, 
See that you gird me faſt : 
See that you gird me faſt, John. 
Till J cry oh and oh; 

Your back ſhall crack, ere I cry chat, 
John Anderſon, my jo. 


Jobn Anderſon, my jo, 
Is a right good honeſt Mon; 
And had as good a Talc-tree 
As ony in the Land: _ 
But now it's waxon wain, John, 
And wallops to and fro; 
There's twa Go- ups, for ane (30-GOWn,. 
un a =y jo. 8 | 


8 0 N G 2 14. 
„Aas within a Furlong of Edinborough Town, 


deen; 
Ronny Focky, blith aa gay, 
Said to Feuny, making Hay s 1 
Let's ſn a little 
Here and prattle, 
5 "Tis a ſultry Dax. | 
Long had he courted the Nutbrown Maid ; - 
But Feckey was a Wag, and did not deſign to nt; 
Which made her piſh and poo, 
And cry it ne'er ſhall do : 


For I cannot, wonnot ; wonnot, cannot; wonnot bucklo 


too. 


He told her that 8 was s grown 2a meer Joke, 
And that nobody did wed, but the ſcoundrel F olk. 

| If my Deareſt mould prevail—— 

But I know not what I ail-—— 
I ſhould dream of Clogs | | 
And filly Dogs, 
Wich Bottles at their Tail. 


In the merry Month of na when the Graſs was 
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Each drunken Bully oblige for Pay; 5 
And earn a hated Lie in an vdiow filthy Way : 5 
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Bat Ife give thee Beads, and a Bongrace to wear ; 
And little Filly Foal to ride out and take the Air : 
If you will not piſh and poo, | 
And cry it ne'er ſhall do: 


For I cannot, Oc. | 
That you'd give me Trinkets, ſays ſhe, I do believe : 


But, ah! what in return muſt your poor Fezny give? 
When my Maiden Treaſure's gone, 
J muſt gang to London Town; 
And roar, and rant, 
And patch, and paint, 
And kiſs for Half a Crown. 


7 


O no, it ne'er ſhall do! 
But a Wife I'll be to you: 


For I cannot, wonnot; wonnot, cannot; ; wonnot buckle 
— 


SONG 355. 


2 wW e ſmells the Simmer Green! 
Sweet taſte the Peach and Cherry); 
Painting and Order pleaſe our En. 
And Claret makes us merry - 


But fineſt Colours, Fruits and Flowers, 


And Wine, tho' I be thirſty, 


| Loſe a' their Charms and weaker Powers, 


Compar'd with thoſe of Chriſty. ä 


| W hen wand' ring o'er the flow'ry Park, 


No nat'ral Beauty want! 


| How lightſome i is't to hear the Lark, 


And Birds in Concert chanting ?_ 


But if my Chriſty tunes her Voice, . 


I'm rapt in Admiration ; 
My Thoughts with Erase rejoice, 
And drap the hale Creation. 


Whene'er 
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Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly Glance, 
I take the happy Omen, 

And often mint to make Advance, 

| Hoping ſhe'll prove a Woman: 
But, dubious of my ain Deſert, 

My Sentiments I ſmother ; 


5 With ſecret Sighs I vex my Heart, 


For fear ſhe love another. 

Thus ſang blate Edie by a Burn, 

_ His Chrifty did o'er hear him; 

She doubtna let her Lover mourn, 

But ere he wiſt drew near him. 

She ſpake her Favour with a Look, 
Which left nae Room to doubt her; 

He wiſely this nice Minute took, 
And flang his Arms about her. 


My Chriſty 1—witneſs, bonny Stream, | 


Sic Joys frae Tears ariſing, 
I wiſh this may na be a Dream; 
O Love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 


Time was too precious now for Tauk; 


This Point of a' his Wiſhes, 
He wadna with ſet Speeches bauk, 
But warr'd it a on Kiſſes, 


SONG 356. 


Joch met with Jenny fair, 
Aft be the Dawning of the Day; 

But Zocky now is fu' of Care, 
Since Jenny ſtaw his Heart away: 

Altho' ſhe promis'd to be true, 
She proven has alake ! unkind; 
Which gars poor Focky aften rue, 
That he e er loo'd a fickle Mind. 


And it's o'er the Hills and far away, 


Tis oer the Hills and far away, 


It's o'er the Hills ad far away, 
Tube Wind has blawn my Plaid av. 


Now 
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Now Joch u was a bonny Lad, 

4 As e' er was born in Scotland fair; ; 
But now, poor Man, he's e'en gane wood, 


Since Jenny has gart him Deſpair. 
I Young Focky was a Piper's Son, 
: And fell in Love when he was young? 


But a' the Springs that he could play, 
Was ver the Hills and far away. 
And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 
lle ſung When firſt my Ferny's Face 
4 I ſaw ſhe ſeem'd ſae fu' of Grace, 
With meikle Joy my Heart was fill'd, 
That's now alas! with Sorrow kill's. 
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4 Oh ! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
I Twad put an End to my Deſpair, 
Inſtead of that ſhe is unkind, 

9 And wavers like the Winter- Wind. 
4 And its o'er the Hills, &c. 


: Ab! cou'd ſhe find the diſmal Wae, 
| Phat for her Sake I undergae, 
She cou'd nae chuſe but grant Relief, 
And put an End to a' my Grief: 
But oh! ſhe is as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes a' my Sighs and Care 
But ſhe triumphs in proud Difdain, 
And takes a Pleaſure in my Pain. 
And #f's ver the Hills, &c. 
Hard was my Hap, to fa' in Love, 
With ane that does ſae faithleſs prove. 
Hard was my Fate to court a Maid, 
That has my conſtant Heart betray'd, 
A thouſand Times to me ſhe . | 
She wad be true for ever mair ; 
But to my Grief, alake ! I ſay, 
5 She ftaw my Heart and ran away, 
And it ver the Hills, &C. 


Since that ſhe will nae Pity take, 
J maun go wander for her Sake, 
And, in ilk Wood and gloomy Grove, 
PN fighing ing, adicu to Love, 
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Since ſhe is fauſe whom J adore, 


I'll never truſt a Woman more 


Fra all their Charms I'll flee away, 


And on my Pipe I'll ſweetly plays, 
O'er Hills and Dales, and far aways 
Out oer the Hills and far away. 
Out ober the Hills aud far away, | 
7he Wind has blawn my Plaid away. 


8 ON 337. 
Hat Ns den ſhall the Muſe 8 ? 


What Verſe be found to praiſe my Annie 2 


On her ten thouſand Graces wait, 
Each Swain admires, and owns ſhe's bonny. 


Since firſt ſhe trode the happy Plain, 


She ſet each youthful Heart on fire ; 


| Each Nymph does to her Swain complain, 


That Annie kindles new Defire. 


This lovely Darling, deareſt Care, 
This new Delight, this charming Aunie, 


Like Summer's Dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 


When Flora's fragrant Breezes fan ye. 


All Day the am'rous Youths conveen, 


Joyous they ſport and play before her ; 


All Night, when ſhe no more is ſeen, 


In bleſsful Dreams they {till adore her, 


Among the Croud Amyntor came, 


He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Annie; 


His riſing Sighs expreſs d his Flame, 


His Words were few, his Wiſhes many. 
With Smiles the lovely Maid reply'd, 
Kind Shepherd, why ſhould I deceive ye? 


| Alas! your Love muſt be deny'd, 


This deſtin'd Breaſt can ne'er relieve ye. 


| Young Damon came with Cupid's Art, 


His Wiles, his Smiles, his Charms beguiling, 


Ze ſtole away my Virgin Heart; 


Ceaſe, Poor Amyntor, ceaſe bewailing. 


Some 
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Some brighter Beauty you may find, 


A On yonder Plain the Nymphs are many ; 
Then chuſe ſome Heart that's unconfin'd, 


3 And leave to Damon his own Annie. 
1 JT 
F arxewel to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 


Where heartſome wi' thee I've mony Day been; 
For Lochaber nae mair, Lochaber nae mair, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber nae mair. 
Theſe Tears that I ſhed, they are a' for my Dear, 
And nae for the Dangers attending on Weir, 

Tho? bore on rough Sea to a far diſtant Shore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more, 
Tho? Hurricanes riſe, and riſe e ery Wind, 
> They'll ne'er make a Tempeſt like that in my Mind. 
I hou loudeſt of Thunder on louder Waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my Love on the Shore. 
JI 0o leave thee behind me, my Heart is fair pain'd, 
By Eaſe that's inglorious, no Fame can be gain'd ; 
And Beauty and Love's the Reward of the Brave, ö 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave. | 

Then Glory, my Jeany, maun plead my Excuſe ; 

Since Honour commands me, how can I refuſe ? 

Without it I ne'er can have Merit for thee, 
And without thy Favour I'd better not be ! 

J gae then, my Laſs, to win Honour and Fame, 

And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
I'll bring a Heart to thee with Love running o'er, 
And then [I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


: | SONG 359. 
} T TOW blyti ilk Morn was J to ſee 
II The Swain come o'er the Hill! 
Hie kipt the Burn, and flew tv me: 

I met him with good Will. 
O the Broom, the bonny bonny Broom, 
The Rroom of Cowdenknows ; + 

T wwihh I were with my dear Swain, 


With his Pipe and my Ewes, 
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I neither wanted Ewe nor Lamb, 
While his Flock near me lay: 


He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 


And chear'd me all the Day. 
O the Broom, &c. 


He tun'd his Pipe and Reed ſae ſweet, 


The Burds ſtood lift ning by : 
E'en the dull Cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 
_ Charm'd with his Melody. 

O the Broom, &C. 


While thus we ſpent our Time by Turns, 


Betwixt our Flocks and Play: 
I envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 
Tho' ne'er ſo rich and gay. 
O the Broom, &&. 


Hard Fate that I ſhould baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 


Becauſe I low d the kindeſt Swain 


That ever yet was born. 
O the Broom, &c. 


He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I but faithfu' be; 


He ſtaw my Heart: Cou'd I refuſe 


Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 
O the Broom, &C. 3 


My Doggie, and my little Kit 
That held my wee Soup Whey, 


My Plaidy, Broach, and crooked Suck, 


May now lye uſeleſs by. 
O the Broom, &c. 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewel a' Pleaſures there; 
Ye Gods reſtore to me my Swain, 
Is a I crave or care. 
O the Broom, the bonny Bonny Broom, 
The Braom of Cowdenknows: 
| Twiho I vvere with my dear Swain, 


With his Pipe and my Eaues. 


SONG 


eee 


I'd take young Donald without Trews, 


Compar d to him, he's but a Clown; 


But I can kiſs and be as glad 


Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 


( 311 ) 
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"Þ Lawland Lads think they are fine ; 
But O they're vain and idly gaudy! ! 


How much unlike that gracefu' Mein, 
And manly Looks of my Highland Laddie? 
O my bonny bonny Highland Laddie, | 
My handſome charming Highland Laddie; 
175 lay Heaven ſtill guard, and Love reward 
Our Lawland Laſs and her Highland Laddie. 
If I were free at Will to chuſe | 
To be the wealthieſt Lawland Ladie, 


With Bonnet blue, and belted 8 
O my bonny, &c. © 

The braweſt Beau in Borrows-T, own, 
In a' his Arms, with Art made ready, 


He's finer far in's Tartan TOE; 
O my bouny, &ce. 


O'er Benty Hill with him I'll run, 
And leave my Lawland Kin and Dady. 
Fra Winter's Cald, and Summer's Sun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his Highland Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &C. 
A painted Room, and Silken Bed, 
May pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lady ; a 
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Behind a Buſh in's Highland Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


Few Compliments between us paſs, , 
I ca' him my dear Highland Laddie, 
And he ca's me his Lawland Lafs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &C. 
Nae greater Joy I'll e' er pretend, 
Than that his Love prove true and ſteady, 


While Heaven preſerves my n Laddie. 
O n berg, K. 
8 Oo NG 
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T Pokwart on the Green, 
It you'll meet me the Morn, 
here Laſſes do convene 
To dance about the Thorn, 


A kindly Welcome you ſhall meet, 
Frae her who likes to view 

A Lover and a Lad compleat 
The Lad and Lover you. 


Let dorty Dames ſay Na, 


As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the Sna', 
While inwardly they bleez ; 


But I will frankly ſhaw my Mind, 


And yield my Heart to thee : 
Be ever to the Captive kind. 
That langs na to be free. 


At Polavart on the Green, 
Amang the new mawn Hay, 

With Sangs and Dancing: keen, 
We'll paſs the heartſome Day. 


At Night, if Beds be o er- thrang laid, 
and thou be twin'd of thine, 


Ihou ſhalt be welcome, my dear Lad, 


T o take a Part of mine. 


SONG 3 


Waly, waly, up the Bank, 
And waly, waly down the Brae, 


And waly, waly, yon Burn-Side, 


Where I and my Love wont to gae. 


I lean'd my Back unto- an Aik, 

I thought it was a truſty: Tree, 

But firſt it bow d and ſyne it brake, 
dae my true Love did lightly me. 


O where- 
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O wherefore ſhou'd I buſk my Head, 
Or whereſore ſhould I kame my Hair? 
For my true Love has me forſak'n, 
And ſays h'll never love me mair. 
O waly, waly, but Lowe be bonny, 
A little Time wuhile it is nea, 
But oben "ti auld it waxeth caild, 


And fades away like the Morning Dew. 


Now Arthur-Seat ſhall be my Bed, 
The Sheets ſhall ne'er be fil'd by me, 
St. Anth'ny's Wall ſhall be my Drink, 
Since my true Love's forſaken me. 


Marti mas Wind when wilt thou blavy, - 
And ſhake the green Leaves of the 'I'ree ? 
O gentle Death, when wilt thou come ? 
For o my Life I am weary. 
O woly, waly, &c. 


' Tis not the Froſt that freezes fell, 

Nor blawing Snaw's Inciemency 
Tis not fie Cauld that makes me cry, 

But my Love's Heart grown cauld to me. 
When we came in by Glaſgow Town, 

We were a comely Sight to ſee ; 

My Love was clad in Elack Velvet, 

And I myſelf in Cramaſie. 

O awvaly, waly, &c. 


But had I wiſt before J kiſs'd, 


That Love had been ſae ill to win, 


I'd lock'd my Heart in a Caſe of Gowd, 


And pinn'd it with a Siller Pin. 
Oh! oh! if my young Babe was born, 
And ſet upon the Nurſe's Knee, 
And I myſell were dead and gane, 
For a Maid again I'll never be. 
O watly, waly, &c. 
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SON G 363. 


Hile ſome for Pleaſure pawn their Heaith, 


5 


Twixt Lais and the Bagrio, 
Pl fave myſelf, and without Stealth, 
Kiſs and careſs my Nanny—0O, 


She bids more fair t' engage a ove 
Than Leda did for Danae—D : 

Were I to paint the Queen of Love, 
None elſe ſhould fit but Nanny. 


How joyfully my Spirits riſe, _ 
W hen dancing ſhe moves finely—O, 
I gueſs what Heaven is by her Eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely—O, 


Attend my Vows, ye Gods, while I 

Breathe in the bleſt Britannia, 
None's Happineſs I ſhall envy, 

As long's ye grant me Naniy—O. 


Chor. My benny, bonry Nanny—O. _ 
| My lovely charming Nanny O. 
I care not tho the World do know 


How dearly I love Nanny—O. 


SON G 364. 


H E Collier has a Daughter, 
And O ſhe's wonder bonny, 

A Laird he was that ſought her, 
Rich baith in Lands and Money - 

The Tutors watch'd the Motion 
Of this young honeſt Lover: 

But Love is like the Ocean 
Wha can its Depth diſcover ! 


He had the Art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpected ; 
His Airs fat round him eaſy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. 
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The Collier's bonny Laſſie, 
Fair as the new blown Lilie, 
Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, 
Secur'd the Heart of J/77//y, 


He lov'd beyond Expreflion 

The Charms that were about her, 
And panted for Poſſeſſion, 

His Life was dull without her. 
After mature Reſolving, 
_ Cloſe to his Breaſt he held has 
In ſafeſt Flames diſiolving, 

He tenderly thus tell'd her, 
My bonny Collier's Daughter, 

Let nathing diſcompoſe ye, 


Tris no your icanty Locher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 


For I have Gear in Plenty, 


3 And Love ſays, tis my Duty 


To ware what Heaven has lent me, 
Upon your Wit and Beauty. 


8 ON 365. 


3 HEN firſt theſe blooming Charms I "ipied, 


That ſmiling play on Annie's Face, 
Her Hair without affected Pride, 
Her Shape, her Mein, and every Grace; 


3 My Heart and every Pulſe beat fait, 


In Hurry all my Spirits mov'd, 
I felt new Motions in my Brcaſt, 
The more I gaz'd, the more I lov'd! 


: Put when her Mirth, and lively Senſe, 


{4 With Pleaſure I attentive heard, 

Her chearful Wit and Tanocence 

| In every Thought aad Word appear'd ! 
7 Thoſe lovely Beauties of her Mind 

As noblelaſting Joy impart, 

Excite a Paſſion more refin'd, 

And doubly captivate my Heart. 
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When Anne's Preſence I enjoy, 
A pleafant Warmth within me glows, 
No cloudy Cares my Bliſs annoy, _ 
My Soul with Love and Joy o'erflows ! 


So when the glorious God of Day 


Diſpels the gloomy Shades of Night, 


Nature reviving, all looks gay, 


And welcomes the returning Light ! 


Oh would my Charmer make me bleſt, 
And yield to eaſe her Lover's Pain, 


My Fears all gone, my Soul at reſt, 


Then Love and Joy ſhould ever reign ; 


Fach gentle Hour with freſh Delight, 


Wad paſs away in mutual Love, 


In Peace we'd ſpend the Day and Night, 


And emulate the Bleſt above 


SONG 366. 


| : W I N ye meet a bonny Laſſie, | 


Gre her a Kiſs, and let her gae, 
But if you meet a dirty Huſly, _ 
Fy gar rub her o'er with Strae. 


Be ſure ye dinna quat the Grip 


Pf ilka Joy when ye are young, 


Before auld Age your Vitals nip, 


And lay ye twafald o'er a Rung. 


Swe Vouth's a blyth and heartſome Time; 


Then, Lads and Laſſes, while tis May, 


_ Gae pu' the Gowan in its Prime, 


Before it wither and decay, 
Watch the ſaft Minutes of Delyte, 


When Ferry ſpeaks beneath her Breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a' the Wyte 


On you, if ſhe kep ony Skaith. 
Haith ye're ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 
Ye'll worry me, ye greedy Rook; 
Syne frae your Arms ſhe'll rin away, 
And hide herſelf in ſome dark N cok. 
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Her Laugh will lead you to the Place 
Where lies the Happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to your Face, 
Nineteen Na- ſays are Haff a Grant. 


ö 
9 Now to her heaving Boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a Kits ; 
Frae her fair Finger whoop a Ring, 
J As Taiken of a future Bliſs. 
? Theſe Benniſons, I'm very ſure, 
19 - Are of the Gods indulgent Grant : 
Then ſurly Carles, whiſht, forbear 
Ss To pl: gue us with your whinning Cant. 


SONG 367. 


Y Pate is a Lover gay, 

1 His Mind is never muddy; 

Flis Breath is ſwecter than new Hay, 

His Face is fair and ruddy. 

His Shape is handſome, middle Size; 

1 He's ſtately in his Wawking ; 
The Shining of his Een ſurpriſe; 

'Tis Heaven to hear him Tawking, 


F | Laſt Night I met him on a Bawk, 

5 Where yellow Corn was growing 

f There many a kindl Word he . 
That ſet my Heart a glowing. 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
2 And 100'd me beſt of ony; 

That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 

O Corn Rigs are bonny. | 


| Let Maidens of a ſilly Mind 

Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 

; Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 

We chaitly ſhould be granting; 

Ihen I'll comply and marry . 

And ſyne my Cockernony, 

He's Bes to touzle air or late, 

g Where Corn Rigs are bonny. 
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SONG 368. 1 
| Fave Kindred and F fiends, ſweet Betty, [ 
Leave Kindred and Friends for me; Ps 3 
Aſſur'd thy Servant is ſteddy 9 N 1 
To Love, to Honour, and Thee. „ 
The Gifts of Nature and Fortune 5 4 
May fly, by Chance, as they came; 2} 
They're Grounds the Deſtinies ſport on, | 3 
But Virtue is ever the ſame, | - 
Altho' my Fancy were roving, | 
Thy Charms ſo heav*nly appear, 


I'd laugh at Fortune's Caprices, 


Ve Shevherdh and Nymphs that adorn the gay Plain, 


Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch Bliſs in his View. 


But calmly and 1 950 reſigns me to Death. 


That other Beauties diſproving, = 
I'd worſhip thine only, my dear. | 
And ſhou'd Life's Sorrows embitter 


'The Pleaſure we promis'd our Loves, [3 
To ſhare them together is fitter, Is "3 
Than moan aſunder, like Doves 1 
Oh! were l but once ſo bleſſed, "23 
To graſp my Love in my Arms! 
By thee to be graſp'd ! and kiſſed |! 3 
And live on thy Heaven of Charms? 1 


Shou'd Fortune capricious prove; 


Tho- Death ſhou'd tear me to Pieces, 8 | 5 
I'd die a Martyr to Love. | 


SONG 365 
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Approach from your Sports and attend to my Strain, 
Amongit all your Number a Lover fo true, 
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Was ever a Nymph ſo hard- hearted as mine? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine, 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 
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She ſmiles when I'm cl hearful, but hears not my Sighs, 


Since ye're out of your Mither's Sight, 


Soon as the clear Goodman of Day 


We'll gae to ſome Burn Side and play, 


( 319) 
She calls me her Friend, but her Lover denies : 


A Boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an Air, 
Inſpires me with Hope, and yet bids me deſpair ! 


I fall at her Feet, and implore her with Tears : 
Her Anſwer confoands, white her Manner endears ; 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no Relief, 
My trembling Lips bleſs ker in ſpite of my Grief. 


By Night while I lumber, ſtill haunted with Care, 
1 ſtart up in Anguiſh, and figh for the Fair ; 

The Fair ſleeps in Peace, may ſne ever do io ! 
And only when dreaming imagine my Woe. 

Then gaze at a Diſtance, nor farther a{pire, | 
Nor think he ſhowd love, u hom ſhe cannot admire : 
Huſh all thy Complaining, and dying her Slave, 
Commend | her to en, and thyſelf to the Grave. 


SONG 370. 


ow wat ye wha. I met Yeſireen, 
Coming down the Street, my Jo? 

My Miltreſs in her Tartan Screen, - 
Fow bonny, braw and ſweet, my Jo, 

My Dear, quoth I, Thanks to the Night, : 
That never wiſh'd a Lover ill, 


Let's take a Wauk up to the Hill. 


O Katy, wiltu gang w' me, 
And leave the dinſome Town a while? 
The Bloſſom's ſprouting frae the Tree, 
And a' the Summer's gawn to ſmile: 
The Mavis, Nightingale and Lark, 
The bleating Lambs and whiſtling Hynd, 
In ilka Dale, Green, Shaw and Park, 


Wil nouriſh Health and glad ye'r Mind. 


Bends his Morning Draught of Dew, 


And gather Flowers to buſk ye'r Brow. 
e 
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We'll pou the Daiſies on the Green, 

The Lucken Gowans frae the Bog: 
Between Hands now and then we'll lean, 

And ſport upo' the Velvet Fog. 


There's up into a pleaſant Glen, 
A wee Piece frae my Father's Tower, 

A canny ſaft and flow'ry Den, 
Which cirling Birks have formed a Bow'r: 
Whene'er the Sun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler Shade remove, 
There will I lock thee in mine Arm, 

And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


SONG 371. 


ry Minny' $ ay glowran o o'er me, 
Tho' ſhe did the ſame before me 3 
I canna get Leave 

To look to my Love, 

Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 

Right fain wad I take ye'r Offer, 

dweet Sir, but PII tine my Tocher; 

Then, Sandy, yell there 

And wyte ye ber poor Kate, 

Whene'er ye keek i in your toom Coffer. 


For tho' my Father has Plenty 
Of $iller and Pleniſhing Dainty, 
| Vet he's unco ſweer 
To twin wi' his Gear; 


Ard ſae we had Need to be tenty. 


Tutor my Parents wi' Caution, 
Te wylie in ilka Motion; 

3 5 Brag well o'ye'r Land, 

| And there's my leal Hand, 
Win them, I'll be at your Devotion. 
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1 N Winter when the Rain rain'd cauld, 
Y Aud Froft an Snaw on ilka Hill, 


And Boreas, with his Blaſts ſae bauld, 

I Was threatning a' our Ky to kill: 

Then Bell my Wife, wha loves nac Strife, 
She ſaid to me right haſt ly, 

Get up, Goodman, ſave Cromie's Life, 
And take your auld Cloak about ye. 


My Cromie is on uſeful Cow, 
And ſhe is come ofa good Kyne; 
Aft has ſhe wet the Bairn's Mow, 
And J am laith that ſhe ſhould tyne; 
Get up, Goodman, it is fou Time, 
The Sun ſhines in the Lift ſae hie; ; 
Sloth never made a gracious End, 
Go take your auld Cloak about ye. 


My Cloak was anes a good gray Cloak, 

When 1t was fitting for my Wear; 

ut now it's ſcantly worth a Groat, 

For I have worn't this Thirty Year, 
Let's ſpend the Gear that we have won, 
We little ken the Day we die 
Then I'll be proud, ſince I have ſworn 
LI. have a new Cloak about me. 


In Days when our King Robert rang, 
= His Trews they coſt but Halt a Crown; 
"3 He ſaid they were a Groat o'er dear, 
And call'd the Taylor Thief and Loun. 
He was the King that wore a Crown, 
And thou the Man of laigh Degree, 
2 *Tis Pride puts a' the Country down, 
Bae take thy auld Cloak about thee, 
Every Land has its ain Laugh, 
IIK Kind of Corn it has its Hool, 
T think the World is a' run wrang, 
When ilk Wife her Man wad rule; 5 
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Do ye not ſee Reb, Joch, and Has, 3 
As they are girded gallantly, 3 
While 1 fit hurklen in the Ale, _ 2 
I'll have a new Cloak about me. | 2 

88 5 : | 8: 
Gocdman I wate *tis Thirty Years, | | = 
Since we did ane anither ken; 3 
And we have had, between us twa, | = 


Of Lads and bonny Lailes ten : 
Now they are Women grown and Men, 
I wiſh and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good Huſband, 
E'en take your auld Cloak about ye. 


Pell my Wife, ſhe loves na Strife; 
But ſhe wad guide me, if ſhe can, 
And to maintain an eaſy Lie, 
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Il. att maun yield tho' I'm Goodman; 1 „ | 1 
Nought's to be won at Woman's Hand, Hy 
Unleſs ye give her all the Plea ; 


Then I'll leave aff where I began, - | 
And take my auld Cloak about me. . 


SONG 373. 


{Eneath a green Shade I fand a fair Maid, 
| Was ſleeping ſound and ſtill O; T 
A lowan wi' Love, my Fancy did rove | —_ 
Around her with Good-will -O: 
Her Boſom I preſt; but, ſunk in her Reſt, 
She ſtridna my Joy to ſpill—O : 
While kindly ſhe ſlept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my Fill—O. 


5 Oblig'd by Command in Flanders to land, 

Piemploy my Courage and Skill—O, 
Frae her quietly I ſtaw, hoiſt Sails and awa, 

For Wind blew fair on the Bill- O. 

Twa Years brought me Hame where loud fraif ing Fame 
Tald me with a Voice right ſhill—=0, _ 

My Laſs, like a Fool, had mounted the Stool, 
Nor kend wha had done her the Il—-0, 
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3 Mair fond of her Charms, with my Son in her Arms, 
© | I ferlying ſpecr'd how ſhe fell—O, 
Wie the Tear in her Fye, quoth ſhe, let me die, | 
3 Sweet Sir, gin I can tell—O, 
- Lane gave the Command, I took her wh the Hand, 
And bad her a' Fears expell —0O, 
And nae mair look wan, for I was the Man 
|? Wha had done her the Deed my ſell - O. 


My bonny ſweet Laſs on the gowany Gras 85 
Beneath the SHilling-Hill- O0, 

If I did Offence, I'ſe make ye Amends A 

* Before I leave Peggy's Mill—O. | | 1 

Obe Mill, Mill O0, andthe Kill, Kill O0, 1 

| And the Cogging of the M. Berl | | 

The Sack and the Sieve, à that ye maun leade, 


A round with a Sodger Reel—O. 
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J Right Cynthia” $ Power divinely great, 
What Heart is not obeying 
A thouſand Czpd; on her wait, | 
And in her Eyes are playing. | 
She ſeems the Queen of Love to reion 5 | 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes ED 9 
Such Sweets as beſt can entertain | „ 
| 
| 


The Guſt of all the Senſes. 
Her Face a charming Proſpect brings, 
Her Breath gives balmy Kiſles ; 
I hear an Angel when ſhe ſings, 


And taſte a Heaven of Bliſſes. 5 | 13 
Four Senſes thus ſhe feaſts with Joy, . 
From Nature's richeſt Treaſure: | 1 

Let me the other Senſe employ, 4 


And I ſhall die with Pleaſure. 
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Unbarten s Drums beat benty 
They mind me of my dear Jouny—O 3 
How happy then am I, 
When my Soldier is by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his Znnie—O ! 


8 "Tis a Soldier alone can delight me—0, 2 
For his gracefu' Looks do invite me—O : | . 3 
While guarded in his Arm, 2 
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I'll fear no Wars Alarms, ES 3 
Neither Danger nor Death ſhall e'er fright me—O. ; 
My Love is a handſome Laddie O0 
Genteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy—O : "7 

Tho? Commiſſions are dear, | 1 
5 Yet I'll buy him one this Vear, 
For be ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie—O. 
A Soldier has Honour and Pravery—O, 


nacquainted with Rogues and their Knavery—O : 
He minds no other Thing, 
But the Ladies or the King; 

For every other Care 1s but Slavery—O. 


Then I'll be the Captain's Lady—O, 
F arewel to my Friends and my Dady—O ; 
I'll wait no more at Home, 
” But I'll follow with the Drum; = 
And whenever that beats I'll be ready—O.: 


| Dumbarton's Drums ſound bonny—O, 

by They are ſprightly like my Dear Jonny —O : 

E- 5 How happy ſhall I be, | | 

| When on my Soldier's Knee, "2 


| When he * and bleſſes his Amie—O | J 
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L T Y ſweeteſt May, let I ove incline thee, 
T accept a Heart which he deſigns thee ; 4 


And as your conſtant Slave, regard it, 
Syne for its Faithfulneſs reward it, 


»Tis Proof a- ſnhot to Birth or Money, | 
But yields to what is ſweet and bonny ; 
2 Receive it then with a Kiſs and a Smily, 

2 There's my Thumb it will ne'er beguile ye. 
2? How tempting ſweet theſe Lips of thine are ! 
Thy Boſom white, and Legs ſae fine are! 

That when in Pools I ſee thee clean 'em ; 

They carry away my Heart between em. 
I I wiſh, and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 

O gin J had you on a Mountain, 

2 Tho' Kith and Kin and a' ſhould revile thee; 

There's my Thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee. 

Alane through flow'ry Bows T dander, 

Tenting my Flocks left they ſhould wander, 

Gin thou'll gae alang, FI dawt thee gaylie, 

And gi'e my Thumb I'll ne'er beguile chee. 


O my dear Laſſie, it is but Daffin, 
Io had thy Wooer up ay niff naffin. 

_* That na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely, 

0 Ys yes, and I'll ne'er . thee: 


E Gales that 3 wave che RY 
2 And pleaſe the canny Boat-Man, 
Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scor-Man : 

3 In haly Bands, 

We join'd our Hands, 
Yer may not this diſcover 

5 While Parents rate 

A large Eſtate, 

Before a Sans Lover: 
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But I loot chuſe in Highland Glens, 


To herd the Kid and Goat-Man, 
E'er I cou'd for ſic little Ends, 
Refuſe my bonny Sc:t-Man., 
Wae worth the Man 
Wha firſt began 
The baſe ungenerous Faſhion, 
Frae greedy Views 
Love's Art to uſe, 
While Strangers to its Paſſion. 


Frae foreign Fields, my lovely Youth, 


Haſte to thy longing Laſſie, 


Who pants to preſs thy bawmy Mouth, 


And in her Boſom hauſe thee. 
Love gi'es the Word, 
Then haſte on Board, 
Fair Winds and tenty Boatman, 
| Waft o'er, waft o'er 
Frae yonder Shore, 


8 My biyth, my 8 Scot- Man. 
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FITH broken Words, and down-caft Eyes, 


Poor Colin ſpoke his Paſſion tender; 


, And, parting with his Grih, cries, 


Ah! woe's my Heart that we ſhould ſunder, 


To others I am cold as Snow, 


But kindle with thine Eyes like Tinder 1 
From thee with Pain I'm forc'd to go, 


It breaks my Heart that we ſhould ſander. 


Chain'd to thy Charms, I cannot range, 
No Beauty new my Love ſhall hinder ; 

Nor Time nor Place ſhall ever change 
My Vows, tho' we're oblig'd to ſunder. - 


The Image of thy graceful Air, 


And Beauties, which invite our Wonder, | 


. Thy lively Wit, and Prudence rare, 


Shall till be preſent, tho' we ſunder. 


Dear 
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Dear Nymph, believe thy Swain in this; 
You'll ne'er engage a Heart that's kinder: 


Then ſeal a Promiſe with a Kiſs, 


Always to love me, though we ſunder. 


Ve Gods, take Care of my dear Laſs, 


That as I leave her I may find her: 
When that bleſt Time ſhall come to paſs, 
We'll meet again, and never ſunder, 


8 ON G 379. 


"HB pawky auld Carle came o'er the Lee, 
Wi' many Good E'ens and Days to me, 
7 = Good Wife, for your Courteſie, 
Will you lodge a filly poor Man? 
The Night was cald, the Carle was wat, 


And down ayont the Ingle he ſat; 
My Daughter's Shoulder he gan to — 


And cagdil; ranted and ſang. 
O vow! quo' he, were I as free, 


As firſt when I ſaw this Country, 
How blyth and merry wad I be! 


And I wad never think lang. 
He grew cany, and ſhe grew fain; 


But little did her auld Minny ken 


What thir ſlee Twa togither were ſay'n, 
When wooing they were ſac thrang. 


And O! quo he, ann ye were as black, 
As e'er Crown of my Dady's Hat, 
Tis I wad lay thee by my Back, 

And awa' wi' me thou ſhou'd gang, 


And O!] quoth ſhe, ann I were as white, 
As &er the Snaw lay on the Dike, 


I'd clad me braw, and Lady like, 
And awa' with thee I'd gang. 


Between the twa was made a Plot; 


They raiſe a wee before the Cock, 
And wylily they ſhot the Lock, 
And faſt to the Bent are they gane. 


( 328 ) 
Up on the Morn the auld Wife araiſe, 
And at her Leiſure pat on her Claiſe ; 


Syne to the Servants Bed ſhe gaes, 
To ſpeer for the filly poor Man. 


She gacd to the Bed where the Beggar lay, 
The Strae was cald, he was away, 
dhe clapt her Hands, cry'd, Waladay, 
For ſome of our Gear will be gane. 
Some ran to Coffers, and {ome to Kitts, 
But nougnt was ftown that cou'd be miit, 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, 
1 ha ve lodg'd a leal poor Man. 
Since nathing's awa, as we can learn, 
The Kirn's to kirn, and Milk to earn, 7 
Gae butt the Houſe, Laſs, and weken my Bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben. 
The Servant gade where the Daughter lay, 
The Sheets were cauld, ſhe was away, 
And faſt to her Goodwife can © 
She's aff with the Gaberlunzie-Man. 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 

And haſte ye find theſe Traitors again; 

For ſhe's be burnt, and ſhe's be ſlain, 

The wearifu' Gaberlunzie- Man. 

: Some rade upo' Horſe, ſome ran a Fit, 

The Wife was wood, and out o'her Wit: 

She cou'd na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe fit, 
But ay ſhecurs'd and ſhe ban'd. 


Mean Time far hind out o'er the 1 
Fu' ſnug in a Glen, where nane cou'd ſee, 
The twa, with kindly Sport and Glee, 
Cut frae a new Cheeſe a Whang: 
The Priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 
To lo'e her for ay, he ga'e her his Aith. 
Quo? ſhe, to leave thee J will be laith, 

My winſome Gaberlunzie- Man. 


O kend my Minny I were wi' you, 

TIfardly would ſhe crook her Mou, 

Sic a poor Man ſhe'd never trow, 
ARE the Gaberlunzie- Man. 
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My Dear, quo he, ye re y.t o'er young, 
And ha' na” learn'd the Beggar's T ongue, 
To follow me from own to Town, 
And carry the Gaberlunzie on. 


Wi' Cauk and Keel I'll win your Bread. it 
And Spindles and Worles for them wha need, 5 1 
Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed, | EEE | 4 


To carry the Gaberlunzie—0. 
Tll bow my Leg, and crook my Knee, | "2 
And draw a black Clout o'er my Eye, . EE 1 
A Cripple or blind they will ca“ me, ik 
Wnile we ſhall be merry, and ling. 
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HE Widow can bake, and the Widow can brew, 
The Widow can ſhape, and the Widow can ſew, 


| And mony braw 'Things the Widow can do; 


Then have at the Widow my Laddie, 


With Courage attack her baith early and late, 


To kiſs her and clap her ye mauna be blate; 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt Gate 
To win a young Widow, my Laddie. 


The Widow ſhe's youthfu, and never a Hair 

The War of her Wearing, and has a good Skair 

Of every Thing lovely; ſhe's witty and fair, 
And has a rich Jointure, my Laddie. 

What cou'd ye wiſh better your Pleaſure to crown, 

Than a Widow, the bonnieſt Toaſt in the Town, 

With naithing, but draw in your Stool and fit down, 
And ſport with the Widow, my Laddie ? 


Then tiller and kill'er with Courteſie dead, | f y 
* Tho” ſtark Love and Kindneſs be all ye can plead ; 4 
he heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed _ 


With a bonny gay Widow, my Laddie, —_— 
Strike Iron while 'tis het, if ye'd have it to wald, ; 
For Fortune ay favours the Active and Bauld, 
But ruins the Wooer that's thowleſs and cauld, WW 
Unfi for the Widow, my Laddie. Bi 
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= Wien innocent Paſtime our Pleaſure did crown, 4 
1 Upon a green Meadow, under a Tree, =. 
'* Ere * became a fine Lady in To Wu, . 
nn How lovely and loving and bonny was ſhe ? 

£4 -- --. - -Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu' Aunie, 
Leet ne'er a new Whim ding my Fancy a jee:.— 
O as thou art bonny be faithful and cany, 

And favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


Does the Death of a Lintwhite give Auvie the Spleen ? 
| | Can tyning of Trifles be uneaſy to thee ; 
F Can Lap-Dogs and Monkies draw Tears frae theſe Een, 
Ef That look with Indifference on poor dying me? 
| | Rouze up thy, Reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And dinna prefer a Paroquet to me; 
; O!] as thou art bonny, be prudent and cany, 
Ef And think on thy Famie wha doats upon thee. 
| Ah! ſhou'd anew Manto or Flanders Lace Head, 
Or yet a wee Cottie, tho? never ſac fine. 
Gar thee grow forgetfu' and let his Heart bleed, 
That anes had ſome Hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu' Aunie, 
And dinna prefer ye'er , leegeries to me; 
O! as thou art bonny be ſolid and cany, 
And tent a true Lover that doa s upon thee, 


Shall a Paris Edition of new-fangle Sany, 
Tho? gilt o'er wi' Laces and Fringes he be, 

By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by air Annie, 
And aim at thoſe Beniſons promis'd to me? 

Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu' Annie, 
And never prefer a light Dancer to me; 

O! as thou art bonny be conſtant and cany, 
Love only thy Zamie wha doats upon thee. 


O! think, my dear Charmer, on ilka ſweet Hour, 
That flade away ſaſtly between thee and me, 

Ere Squirrels, or Beaus, or Foppery had Power 
To rival my Love and impole upon thee, 
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Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu* Aunie, 
And let thy Deſires be a' center'd in me; 

Ohl as thou art bonny be faithfu' and cany, 

L And love him wha s longing to center in thee, 
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CArken nd J will tell you how 
Young muirland Willie came to woo. 

Tho he could neither ſay nor do: 
| The Truth I teil to you. 
hut ay he cries, whate'er betide, 
* MagegyT'ſe ha'e her to be my Bride, With a fal, „ 
1 On his gray Vade as he did ride, 
; With Dark and Piſtol by his Side, 
He prick'd her on wi' meikle Pride, 
Wi' meikle Mirth and Glee. 
Oiaut o'er yon Moſs, out o'er yon Muir, 
Till he came to her Dady's Door, With a fal, &e. 
|| Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
# Im come your Doghter's Love to win, 
Il care no for making meikle Din; 
What Anfwer | ye-me? -- 
2 Now, Wooer, _F he, wou'd ye light down; . 
In gi ye my Daughter's Love to win, With a fal, kee. 


Now, Wooer, fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do you win, or in what Town ? 
| Think my Doghter winna gloom 
On fic a Lad as ye. 
The Wooer he ſtep'd up in the Houſe, 
And wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, With a fal, Kc. 


T have three Owſen in a Plough, 
T wa good ga'en Yads, and Gear enough, 
| The Place they ca' it Cadeneugh ; 
I ſcornto tell a Lie: 
Beſides, I had frae the great Laird, 


A Peat-Pat and a 8 Kail- Tard, With a fal, &c. 
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The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt in a' the Town; ; 


1 wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 
hut blinkit bonnilie. 
The Lover he ſtended up in Haſte, 


And gript her hard about the Waſte, Vith a fal, &c. 


To win your Love, Maid, I'm come here, 


I'm young, and hae enough o' Gear; 
And for my ſell ye need na fear, 


roth try me whan ye like. 
He took aff his Bonnet and ſpat in his Chew: PP 
He dighted his Gab, and he pri'd her Mou, With, &c. 


The Maiden bluſht and bing'd fu law, 


She had na Will to ſay him 95 


But to her Dady ſhe left it a- 
As they twa could agree. 


The Lover he ga'e her the tither Kiſs, 
Syneran to her Dady and tell'd him this, Vith, Kc. 


Vour Doghter wad na ſay me na, 


But to your {ell ſhe has left it a', 
As we cou'd gree between us twa 3 


Say what'll ye gr me wi' her? 


Now, W ooer, quo he, I ha'e na meikle, 
But ſic's I ha'e ye's get a Pickle, Vith a fal, &c. 


A Kilfu' of Corn I'll gi'e to thee, - 
Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky, 
Ye's ha'e the Wadding Dinner frae : 

Troth I dow do na mair. 


Content, quo? he, a Bargain be't, 


I'm far frac Hame, make Haſte let's do't, With, &c. 
The Bridal Day it came to paſs, 


Wi' mony a blythſome Lad and Laſs; 


Eut ſicken a Day there never was, 
Sic Mirth was never ſeen. 


This winſome Couple ftraked Hands, 


Meſs Tn 12 up the amet, Bands, With, &c. 
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And our Bride's Maidens were na few, 
Wi' Tap-Knots, Lug-Knots, a' in blew, 
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new, 
And blinkit bonnilie. 
Their Toys and Mutches were ſac Hike , 
They glanced in our Lad's Een, Vith a fal, Ke. 


Sic Hirdum, Dirdum, and ſic Din, 
Wi' he o'er her: and ſhe o'er him; 


The Minſtrels they did never blin, 


Wi' meikle Mirth and Glee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 


And ay their Wames together met, With a fat, &c. 
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HE Lawland Maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſawſy; 
Sae proud, they never can be kind 
Like my good humour'd Highland Laſſie. | 
O my bonny, bonny Highland Laffi le, 
My hearty ſmiling Highland Laſſie, 
May never Care make thee leſs fair, 


But Bloom of Youth fill bleſs my Laſſe. 


Than ony Laſs in Burrows-Town, 
_ Wha mak their Cheeks with Patches motie, 


| 1d tak my Katie but a Gown, 


Bare: footed in her little Coatie. 0 my bonny, & c. 


Beneath the Brier or Brecken Buſh, 
When e'er I kiſs and court my Dautie; 

Happy and blyth as ane wad wiſh, 
My flighteren Heart gangs pitty patty. O my, Kc. 
O'er higheſt heathy Hills I'll ſten | 
With cockit Gun and Ratches tenty, 

To drive the Deer out of their Den, 


To feaſt my Laſs on Diſhes dainty. O my bonny, ae. 


There s nane ſhall dare by Deed or Word 
Gainſt her to wag a Tongue or Finger, 


While I can weild my truſty Sword, 


Or frae my Side whiſk out a Whinger. O my, ec. 
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The Mountains clad with Purple Bloom, 
And Berries ripe, invite my Treaſure 
To range with me, let great Fowk gloom, 
While Wealth and Pride confound their Pleaſure, 


O py bonny, bos ny Highland Laſſie, 


My lovely ſmiling Highland Laſſie, 


May never Care make thee leſs fair, 


But Bloom of Youth fill bleſe my Laſße. 
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Y Soul is raviſh'd with Delight, 
When you I think upon; 


All Griefs and Sorrows take their Flight, 


And haftily are gone : 


The fair Reſemblance of your Face, 


So fills this Breaſt of mine, 


No Fate can force, nor it diſplace, 


For Old Lang Or. 


: Since Thoughts of you doth baniſh > Grid, 


When I'm from you remov'd ; 
And if in them I find Relief, 
When with ſad Cares I'm mov'd ; 
How doth your Preſence me affect, 
With Extaſies Divine, 
Eſpecially when I reflect, 
Oz Old Lang Syne. 


Since thou Haſt rob'd me of my Heart, 


By thy reſiſtleſs Powers, 


Which Madam Nature doth i impart, 


To thoſe fair Eyes of yours; 
With Honour it doth not conſiſt, 
Lo keep a Slave in Pain, 
Pray let your Reaſon then deſiſt, 

For Old Lang Lyne. 


*Tis not my Freedom I do crave, 
By deprecating Pains, 

Sure Liberty he would not have, 
Who glories 1 in his Chaius ; 


But 


2 
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But this I wiſh the Gods may move, 
That noble Soul of thine, 
To pity, fince thou cannot love, 
Fer Old Lang Syne, 
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As from a Rock paſt all Relief, 
The Shipwrackt Colin ſpying 
His native Soil, o'ercome with Grief, 
Halt ſunk in Waves, and dying : 
With the next Morning Sun he ſpies 
A Ship, which gives unhop'd Surpriſe ; 
New Life ſprings up, he lifts his Eyes 
1 With Joy, and waits her Motion. 


So when by her whom long I lov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 
Low with Deſpair my Spirits mov'd, 
* To be for ever parted: | 
Thus droopt 1, till diviner Grace 
1 found in Peggy's Mind and Face; 
Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 
; But Virtue more engaging. 
Then now ſince happily I've hit, 
I'll have no more delaying; e 
Let Beauty yield to manly Wit, ; 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying: 
I'll haſte dull Courtſhip to a Cloſe, 
Since Marriage can my Fears oppole ; 
Why ſhould we happy Minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee ? 
Men may be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a Lover's Duty, 
To ſigh and ſacrifice their Eaſe, 
Doacing on a proud Beauty : 
Such was my Caſe for many a Year, 
Still Hope ſucceeding to my Fear, 
Falſe Betty's Charms now diſappear, 
Since Peggy's far outſhine them. 
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7ITH tuneful Pipe and merry Glee, 
Young Focky won my Heart ; 

A bly ther Loon you ne'er did fee, 

All Beauty without Art: 

His ſoothing Tale did ſoon prevail, 

To gain my fond Belief: 

But now the Swain roves o'er the Plain, 
And leaves me full of Grief. NC 


| Young Femmy courts with artful Song, 
But few regard his Moan; 
The Laſſes about Joch throng, 
And Jemmy's left alone. 
In Aberdeen, ſure ne'er was ſeen, 
A Loon that gave ſuch Fain; 
He daily wooes and ſtill purſues; ; 
Till he does all obtain. 
But ſoon as he hath gain'd the Bliſs, 
Away the Loon does run; 
And hardly will afford a Kils, 
To filly me undone. 
Bonny Molly, Moggy, Dolly, 
Avoid my roving Swain; 
His wily Tongue, be ſure you ſhun, 
Leſt you like me complain. 
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The End of the FIRST VoLume. 


